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SKETCH OF THE LIFE, 



ROBERT BURNS was born on the 29th day of 
January, 1759, in a small house about two miles 
from the town of Ayr in Scotland. The family 
name, which the ppet and his brother mcdemized 
into Bums, wa^origigally Burnes qrßprncss. Their 
father, William, appears to have been early inured 
to poverty and hardships, which he bore with pioua 
resignation, and endeavoured to alleviate by indus- 
try and economy. After various attempts to gain 
a livelihood, he took a lease of seven acres Oi land, 
with a view of commencing nurseryman and public 
gardener; and having built a house upon it with 
his own hands, (an instance of patient ingenuity by 
no means uncommon among his countrynlen in 
humble life,) he married, December 1757, Aqnes 
Brown*. The first fruit of his marriage was 
Robert, the subject of the present sketch. 

* ThU excellent woman is still living, in the family of her 
fon Gilbert, in Dumfries-sbire. 
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In his sixth year, Robert was sent to a schooL . 
at Alloway Miln, about a mile distant frpm his , 
father's house, where he made considerable profi- 1 ■ , 
ciency in reading aud writing, and where he dis- , | 
covered an inclination for books not very common . 
at so early an age. With these, however, he appears , 
at that time to have been rather scantily supplied ; 
but what he could obtain, he read with avidity and 
imDrovement. About the age of thirteen or four- 
teen, he wa.s sent to the parish school of Dalrymple, 
where, he increased his acquaintance with English 
grammar, and gained some knowletfge of the French 
language, of which he was probably fond, because 
he traced in it many of those words which are in 
öür däys reckoned broad or pure Scotcb. Latin 
was also recommended to him ; but he was not in- 
duced to make any great progress in it. 

TJie far greater part of his time, however, was em- 
ployed on his father's farm, which, in spite of much 
kidustry, became so unproductive as to involve the 
family in great» distress. This early portion of af- 
' Aktion is said to have been, in a great measure, 
the £ause of that depression of spirits of wlüch our 
poet. Qften complained, and during which his suf- 
ferin^ßppeajr r to have been very acute. His father 
having taken another farm, the speculation was yet 
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more fatal, and involved bis affairs in complete 
min. He died Feb. 13» 1784, leaving bebind bim 
tbe character of a good and wise man, and an af- 
fectionate iather, who, under all bis misfortunes, 
stroggled to procure bis children an excellent edu- 
catXMi; and endeavoured, both by precept and 
example, to form tbeir* minds to religion and virtue. 
It appears that bis children feit tbe high Obligation 
such a parent confers r and bestowed on bis raemory 
cvery tender and grateful testimony of bonourable 
respect and filial piety. 

It 'was between tbe fifteentb and sixteenth year 
of his age, that Robert, as he himsclf informs us» 
ßrst " committed the sin of rhyme." Having 
forrned a boyish aflfcction for a female who was his 
rompanion in the toils of the field, hc coiuposed a 
song whicb is inserted in the present edition of his 
works*; but wbich, however extraordinary from ona 
at his age, and in his circumstances, is far inferior 
to any of his subsequent Performances. He was 
at this time a an ungainly, aukward boy," unac- 
quainted witb the world, but who occasionally bad 
picked up some notions of history, literuturc, and 
criticism, from the fcw books withia his roach. 
These, he informs us, were Sahnon's and Guthrio's 
♦ Vol.iii. p. 77. 
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Geograpbical Grammars, the Spectator, Pope'» 
Works, some plays of Shakspeare, Tüll and Dick- 
son 011 Agriculture, the Pantheon, Locke's Essay oft 
the Human Understanding, Stackhouse's History 
of the Bible, Justice's British Gardener's Directory, 
Boyle's Lectures, Allan Ramsay's Wflrks, Taylor*» 
Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, a Select Col- 
lection of English Songs, and Hervey's Meditaüons. 
Of thi» motley assemblage, it may readily be sup- 
posed, that some would be.studied, and some read 
superficially. There is reason to think, however, 
that he perused the works of the poets with such 
attention a$, assisted by his naturally vigorous ca- 
pacity, soon directed his taste, and enabled him to 
discriminate tenderness and sublimity from affec- 
tation and bombast. 

' It appears afterwards, that during the Space of 
«even years in which the family lived at Tarbolton, 
where his fatner*» last farm was situated, that is, 
from the seventeenth to the twenty-fourth year of 
Robert's age, he made no considerable literary 
improvement. His accessions of knowledge, indeed, 
or his opportuhities of reading, could not be fre- 
quent, involved as he was in the common difficulties 
of his family : but still no external circumstanceä 
could preVent the innate peculiarities of his cha- 
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racter from displaying themselves, always to the 
aatonishment, and sometimes to the terror of bis 
neighbours. He was distinguished by a vigorous 
understanding, and an untameable spirit His re- 
sentments were quick, and, although not durable, 
expressed with a volubility of Indignation which 
eould not but silence and overwhelm his humble 
and illiterate associates ; while the occasional ef* 
fiisions of his muse on temporary subjects, which 
were handed about in manuscript, raised him to a 
local superiority that seemed the earnest of a more 
extended fame. His first raotive to compose verses, 
as has been already noticed, was his early and warm 
attachment to the fair sex. His favourites were in 
the humblest walks of life ; bat, during his passion, 
he elevated them to Lauras and Saccharissas. His 
attachments, however, at this tirae, were of the 
purer kind, and his constant theme the happiness 
* of the married State ; to obtain a suitable pro- 
viskm fpr which, he engaged in partnership with a 
fiax-dresser, hoping, probably, to attain by degrees 
the rank pf a manufacturer. But this speculation 
wasattended with very little success, and was finally 
ended by an accidental fire. 

Thii calamity, tbe distresses of his family, and a 
dJßappointD&ent in a love affair, threw him for tome 
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jHme*rto » State of melancholy, whieh he sfcems to 
1*W4 consideired as constitutional ; but from wfaich 
1**|ra4 roused by an accWental acquaintance with 
MßD jovial companions, who gave a more gay tum 
tQ :bis sentjments. . On hie father'B death, he tookf 
a jkrm in. conjunction with his brother, wkh the 
feppourable view of providing for their Jarge and 
oipbari family. On this farm our poet entered, 
vifttb « rdsolution to be wise : he read books on 
»|{rJejfrWure y calculated crops, and attended markets« . 
Jtafc>+e*e,Uoo, he was doomed to be unfortunate, 
aUhotsgb, in his brother Gilbert, he had a co- 
adjutor of excellent sense, a man of uncommon 
powere both of thought and expression. A little 
book which Robert purchased for making farm« 
ing menaorandums, has since been found, covered 
withtsnatches of songs, and memoranduins of lyric , 
peets. 

/{Utring his residence on this farm with bis bro* 
thf *| he formed a connexion with a young womaD, : 
tke eonsequences of which could not be long- con- ; . 
caaled. In this dilemma, the imprudent coupto? 
agreed to make a legal acknowledgment of an irr«- 
gu^anand private marriage, and projected that ehe \ 
sfcnid reoaainwith herfather, while he, having ' 
lo*t jäU hoper of euccess at home, was to go to 
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Jamaiea « to pnsh bis fcrtnuB." Tbl* procceding, 
bowever romantic it mcy appear, would have ra*> 
«Med die lad/s cbaracter, consonant to the law« 
*£Scotland, which allow of greater latitude in tfaa 
ttra» and period of the marriage-contract thaa 
those of England ; but it did Rot satisry her fatfcer, 
who inettted on baving all the written documeota 
respectmg the marriage cancelled, and by this un- 
feeling nieasure, he intended that it should be ren- 
dered void. The daughter consented, probably 
under the awe of parental authority ; and our poet» 
thougb with much anguish and reluctance, was also 
obliged to sabmit. Divorced, now y frora all he held 
dear in the world, he had no resource but in bis 
progected voyage to Jamaica, wbich was prevented 
by one -of those circumstänces that, m common 
cases, might pass without Observation, but which 
eventualLy laid the foundation of his future fame. 
For once, his poverty stood bis friend. Had he 
been provided with money to pay for his passage 
to Jamaica, he might have set sail, and been forgot. 
But he was, we may say, fortunatelv destitutc of 
every necessary for the voyage, and was therefore 
advised to raise a sum of money by Publishing his 
poems in the way of subscription. They were ac- 
cordingry printed at Kilmarnock, in the year 178$,' 
in a «mall volume which was eucouragtd by sub- 
scriptions for about 350 copies. 
Vol. I, b 
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. It is hardly possible, 6ay his countrymen who 
were on the spot at this time, to express witb w&at 
•ager admiration and delight these poems were 
«very where received. Old and young, high and 
low, grave and gay, learoed and ignorant, .all wer« 
alike delighted, agitated, transported. Such trans- 
<jtorts would naturally find their way into the bosöm 
of the author, espeoially when he found that, in- 
«tead of the necessity of flying from hiß native la&d, 
he was -now encourage d to go to Edinburgh and 
jmperintend the publication of a second edition. 

This was the moßt momentous period of his life, 
in which he was to emerge from obscurky and 
poverty to distinction and wealth, . ,^n the. metro- 

. potts, he was jsöon iatroduced into the, ccMmoany 
and received the hornige of men of literature, rank, 
and taste; and his appearance and behaviour at 
this time, as they exceeded all expectation, 
heigbtened and kept up the' curiosity which bis 
works had excited. He became the object of uni- 

; urersal admiration and fondness, and was feasted, 
caressed, and flattered, as if it had been impossible 
tö reward his merit too highly, or to grace his tri- 

, umpfcal entry by too many solemnities. ßut what 
4pntributed princtßally to extend hisfame into the 
•iajer ttogdom, was his fortunate iatroduction to 
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Hr. Mackexxib, who, in the 97 ib paper of Ute 
Lounge a, then published periodically et Edin- 
burgh, recommended bis poems by judicious speci- 
mens, and sucb generalis and elegant criüeism, as 
placed tbe poet at once in tbe rank be was desüned 
to bokL Fron> tbis time, whether present or ab- 
sent, Bu&xa and bis genius were tbe objects which 
engrossed all attention and all couversation. 

It oannot besarprising tf so rouch adulation, iu 
Hos new sceae of life, produced efiects on Bu&n» 
which were tbe source of- mach of tbe anhappiness 
ef bis future life : for, while be was admitted into 
tbe Company of äsen of taste» delicacy, and virtue* be 
was also tedoced, by pressing invitations, into the 
tMiss^ of those wbose habita, witbout being very 
gross, art yet too social and inconsiderate. It is 
to be regretted tbat he bad little resolution to 
withstand those attentions which fiattered bis merit, 
and appeared to be the just respect due to a degree 
of superiority of which he could not avoid being 
conscious. Among the loose and gay, he met with 
much of that deference which enslaves while it 
seems ta fawn ; and the festive indulgences of 
ibese bis companions and profe&sed adroirers were 
temptations which offen became irresistible, be- 
cause a generous mind thinks it ungrateful and on- 
b2 
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krad to resist them. Among kis superiors in rank 
and merit, his behaviour was in general decorous 
and unassunHHg; but among bis more cqual or 
inferior associates, be was permitted to dictate the 
mirth of the evening, and repaid the attention and 
Submission of bis hearers by sallies of wit, which 
from one of bis birth and education, in addition to 
their Sterling value, bad all tbe fasern ation of 
rwopder. His introduetion, about tbe same time, 
in^o certain convivial cltibs of bigber rank was/to 
jwiy tbe least, an injudieious mark of respeet to 
cne wbo, whatever bis talents, was destined, uhless 
tery un common and liberal patronage should in- 
ierpose, to return to tbe plough, and to the simple 
tjod frugal enjoyments of a peasant's life. 

Döring bis residence at Edinburgh, his finances 
,¥fere considerably improved by tbe new edition of 
his poems ; and th» enabled him not only to par- 
take of the pteasures of that city, but to visit seve- 
«al ptfier parts of bis native couutry. He left 
Edinburgh, May 6, 17&7, and in tbe course of bis 
journey was hospitably reeeived at tbe bouses of 
many gentkmen of worth and learning, who intro- 
c*uced him to their friends and neighbours r and re-» 
peated tbe applauses on wbich he had feasted in 
tbe Imetropolis. Of this tour he wrote a Journal, 



Or *OV»T BTJRKS. XVÜ 

yrfeich still exists, and of which some specimens fcave 
been pubÜshed*. He afterwaids tea^elled lato 
Kngland as far as Carlißle. In the beginning $f 
June he airived at Mössgiel, near Mäuchlin l ,'m 
Ayisbire, after an absence of six months,' tlurrog 
which be bad experienced a happy reverse of för- 
tune, to which the bopes of few men in bis Situation 
eould bave aspirecL He performed ahother journey 
the same year, of wbicb tbere are a few minut'es in 
the work already referred to, and which furnisbeä 
bim with subjects for bis muse. His companidn 
in some of these tours was a Mr. Nicoi, a man of 
consi de rable talents, but eccentric manners, whb 
«as endeared to Bukns not only by the waniath 
of his £riendsbip, but by a certain congeniality <if 
sentiment and agreement in habits, This synppathj*, 
in some other instances, made our poet capriciously 
fond of companions who, in tbe eyes of men of more 
regulär conduct, and more refined notions, verfe 
iasufferable^ 

. Düring tbe greater part of the winter 1787-tf, 
Bürns again resided in Edinburgh, and entered 
with peculiar relisb into its gaieties. By his patrons 
of the higher order he was still respected and ca- 
Kssed ; but as tbe singularities of his manner dis- 

*• 9b. CuaniE'» Life of Bubni, Vol. I. p, %6S. & seqq. 
b 3 
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piayed themselves more openly, andas the novelty 
ofchis appearance wore o% he became less an. ohject 
of general curiosity and attention. He lingered long' 
in tbis place, however, in hopes that some situatioa 
would faave been offered which might place bim ia ~ 
independence : but as it did not seem probable that 
anv thing of that kind would occur soon, he began 
seriously to refleet that he had as yet acquired 
rfO petaiäaent' Situation in thevvorld, and that tours 
of pleasure and praise would not provide for the 
wiMs of a farrtily . Infi uenced by these considerations, 
and probably ashamed of a delay which was not ia 
uiHftbn with his native independence of mind, he 
qukted Edinburgh ia the raonth of February 17S8* 
Fm*<fifighitoSelf tnaster of nesurly. £ 500, froni the : 
sale ©£ his poeins» after discharging all expences, he 
toofc Ihe farnv of Ellißland, near Dumfries, and. 
stocket it with part of tbis money, beskies gene- 
roöäly ädvaneing £ 200- to his brother Gilbert,: 
wlio was struggling >ith many difficultie» in thet 
farm of Mossgiel. He was now also legally united 
t6 Mrs.BtJRN i s,^who joined binvwith their cKil- 
dreii, About tke fcnd of this year* 

Iir'his common-pkice book, we find some reftec- 
tidns ön his new Situation» characteristic of his 
pecölÄr 1 temper* and of that lora&ntic spirit, which 
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had Bot been whollj sabdued by the disappomtment 
of the hopes he was encouraged to cherish at 
Edinburgh. He repines at the exchange of pleasure 
for laboor; and, although he declares he had neror 
seen •* where he could make a better choke of a 
wife, w he seen» to place his marriage to the ac- 
count of necesaity. Yet he was very far firom being 
deficient in tenderness and afiection for Mra> Burns* 
who, indeed, appears highly deserring of every 
preise. Qoittmg, however, these speemlations Cor 
more active pursnits, he now rebuilt the dwelling- 
fcouse on his farm, to render it more commodious 
to bis family ; and during his engagement in this 
object, and while the regulations of the (arm had 
the cliarm of novelty, he passed his time in more. 
tranquillity than he had lately experienced. Bat* 
unfortunately, his old habits were rather inter- 
rupted than broken ; and his fame at Edinburgh* 
which had reached this comparative retireraent» 
gave a cousequence to the poet which the mere 
farmer could never have expected. He was ; again » 
invited. into social parties, with the additional re- . 
conune'ndatiori of a mau who. had. seen tne-world*. 
and lived with the great ; and again partook of tbose 
irregularities for which men of warm imagjnations, 
and conversation-talents, find too inany.apqlogies« , 
But a circumstance now occurred w^ich.prese,nied 
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* new< sedjes of temptationa, and tbrew many ofe- 
ataclea in hia way as a farmer. 

It bat*aleeady been noticed, that BuRN^veryj 
4>ndlw eherished those notions of independeoce, 
qad these feebiigs of an independent spirit that are 
40a» ta the young and ingenupus, and wece perhape 
90t las» so to hinv becanse so often sung by the 
a^eates* öS our peets. Bnt he had not maturW 
gtesa notions by reflexion ; and he. was now to, 
leac% that a little knowledga of the world will, 
•arertora many such, airy fabrics. If we may form 
9*1$ judgraent* however, ficomhis eorrespondeiice, 
fen expectatipns were not very extravagant, aince 
be expected only that some of bis illustrious patronä • 
would havepLaced hicn, on whom fehey had beatowed 
the. konours of geniu&> in a Situation where bis ex* 
eräona migbt bave been uainterrupted by the fa- 
tigues oi labour, and the calls of want. Disap- 
pointed in thia, be now föxmed a design of applying 
fcr the office of exciseman, as a kind of resource 
m catehis expeetationa from the fkrnvshoukl be 
baflfted. By the intereat of one of his iriends, . this 
object was aeeoinplished r and after the usual forma 
were gone through, be was appointed excisemaiv 
or, as it is voigarly called* gattger of the district in 
which be lhted» 
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Ft soon appeared, as might naturally have been 
expected, tbat tbe duties of tfais office were iucom- 
patiUe with bis previous employraent. " HU 
fann," says Dr. Cu RR iE, " was iu a great measure 
abandoned to his servants, wbile be betook hiraself 
to tbe duties of his new appointmeDt He might 
still, indeed, be seen in tbe spring, directing bis 
plough, a labour in wbich he excelkd, or with a 
white sheet, containing bis seed-corn, siung acrost 
bis Shoulders, striding with measured Steps, aJong his. 
turned-up furrows, and scattering tbe grain in tbe 
eartb. But his farm no longer oectipied tbe prinr 
cipal part of hi» rare or bis thougbts. It was not 
at EllUland tbat he was now iu general to be found : 
— Mounted on borse-back, tbis high-minded poet 
was pursuing tbe defaulters of tbe revenue, amon& 
tbe hüls and vales of Nithßdale, his roving eye 
Wandertag over tbe cbarms of nature, and *wttcr~ 
i*g ku wwpBQxdj anciea as be moved alongV 

About tbis time (179$)» he was solicited, and 
eheerfully cojisented to give his aid to a beautiful 
work, intitled, " A Select Collection of Original 
Scottish Airs for tbe Voice : to wbich are added, 
jntroduetory and concluding Symphonies and Ao 
companiments for tbe Piano Forte and Vjplin, by 

• Dr. Cvnais*» Life, p. «00. 
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Pxetel and Kozeluch ; with select and charac- 
teristic Verses by the most admired äcQttish Poets, 
fcc." Thls work was projected by Mr. George. 
Thomson of Edinburgh, in whomBuRNS would 
Bave found a generous employer, had he not, fron* 
motives understood only by himseif,. refused every 
oflfer of remuneration. He wrote, however, witbs 
attention and without delay, for this work, all the 
aongs whdch form the third volume of the present 
•dition; to whkh we have added these be contri-. 
bated to the " Scots Musical Museum/' co&ducteöS 
by Mr. JUmbs Johnson, and published in voltfmes» 
tem the year 1787 to 1797. 

. Bü bns also found leisure to form a society for- 
porobaeing andcirculatingbooksamong the fanner» 
of the neighbourhood ; bat these, however praise- 
worttfy empkyments, still interrupted the attention 
he ought to bave bestowed on bis farnv, wbich be* 
came so unproductive that he found it convenient 
fc> resign it, and, disposing of his «stock and crop r 
reraoved to a small house which he had taken in^ 
Durafries, a short.time previous tohis lyric en- 
gagement with Mr. Thomson. He had now re- 
ceived from the. Board of Excise, in conseqjuence 
, of his düigence and integrity, an appointment to a 
newjdistrict, the emoluments of which amounted 
to about seventy pounds Sterling per annurtu 
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White. at Dumfries, his temptations io irregUT 
Üarity, partly arising froin the Wandertag and un- 
lettled duties of his oflice, and partly from the 
h&mg kmdmets of his friends, recurred so frequeatlj 
as nearly to overpower his resolutions, wfcich wert 
iof a very oppoaite kind, and which he appears to 
4ave föraed with a perfect knowledge of what is 
ngfat aad prjudent. During his quiet momenta» 
bowever, he was ealarging his fame by those adr 
cnirable compositions he sent to Mr. Thomsov; 
«od his tetnpory sallies and flashes of imsgination, 
in the merrinent of the social table, stiH bespeke.» 
.gemus of wonderful strength and of high .caoik 
vations. It has been said, indeed, withgreat jbttiee, 
that,extr*ordinary ashis peetns are, they afford büt 
•an inadequate proof of the powere of their author, 
or ef that acntencss of Observation, and fertility of 
«expression, he «displayed on Ute most common 
topics in conTetsation, In the socicty, ükewisc, 
of persona «of taste and respectabiüty, he could re- 
frain froifc those tndulgences which among his more 
konstant cömpamons probably formed his chief 
areooifimesdation. 

The emoiunents of his office, which now com- 
föeed his whole fortune, aoon appeared insttffident 
fer the maüHeoance of his femily. He dkl not, 
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indeed, from the first, expect that they could ; but 
he had hopes of promotion at no great distauce of 
time, and woutd probably have attained it> i£ he 
J>td notforfeited the favour of the Board of Excise, 
by tome conversations on the State of public atifairs, 
the Revolution of France, &c. which were deemed 
bighly improper, and were probably reported to 
the Board in a way not cakulated to lassen their 
,'elfect, Jhat he should have been deceived by the 
{plausible appearauce of aflairs in France during the 
early periods of the revolution, is not surprismg ; 
he only caught a portion of an enthusiasm which 
was then very general : but that he should have 
raised his imagination to a warmth beyond his fei« 
lows, will appear very singular, when we consider 
that he had hitherto distinguished himself as a 
Jacobite, an adherent to the uufortunate höuse of 
Stewart. Yet however inconsistent this may ap- 
pear, he had now uttered opinions which were 
thought dahgerous; and Information bemg given 
to the Board, an inquiry was instituted into his 
conduct, the result of which, although rather fa- 
vourable, was not so much so as.to re-instate bim 
in the good opinion of the Commissioners. Interest 
was neceesary to enable him to retain his office; 
«nd. he was informed that his promotion was da> 
ferred, aad must depend on his future behavioiur. j 
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- He is said to have .defentded himself, on this 
occosion, in a ktter addressed to oae of the 
• Board, with much spirit and skill. He wrote 
-another letter to a gentleman, who, hearing tut^t 
he had been dismissed from bis Situation, propoeecj 
a subscription for him. In this last, he gives an 
account of the whole transactton, and endeavours 
to vindicate his loyalty ; he also contends for an 
independence of spirit, which he certainly poasesseti, 
and whicb, in many instances, he decidedly provfcd, 
bat whidi yet appears to have partaken of that 
ardent nal and extravagance of sentiment which 
are fitter to, point a stanza than to conduct a life« 
.M Bu&vs," he" excläims, " was a poor mau from 
his birtbr and an exciseman by necessity; but,-~ 
I will eaj.it l the Sterling of his honest worth, 
pOverty conld not debase; and bis mcjependent, 
British spirit, oppression might beud, but could 
not subdue." This is offered in answer to a report 
«that he had made submissions, for the sako of his 
effice, unwörtby of his charactef. . i 

>.:■ «: > 

■7 Another passage in this letter is too. charactefr 
istia to be omitted.— u Often/' says.our indignant 
poet» " in blasting anticipation have I listenec) to 
aome future hackney scribbler, with heavy maüo£ 
4>f *savage. stupidity, exultingly asserting r (hat 
Vol. I. c 
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B****, iiötwthsfctadmg the fcnfaionade ©f inde- 
pWidäMcö to be foand mh%s wort», and after having 
ttetn heid up to public view, «od to public «stif* 
ferietidti, ae * man of *ome genau» yet cjeite des**» 
Itfte of ¥£so»rfees within hittMetf to «apport hi* bor* 
ffewed digfefty, dwindied inte * pftltry «scoettuin^ 
ttütf fefat* out tfee *e*t of h» in*tgttiflc«nt exktence» 
fia tfee- raeaneet of gtorswts, and amoag tfae WweU 
«tttiat&Jftd«" 

Iftik fttrikfog |>asfege aas m <toi*bt ofte» btea 
tetftl witfc «ympathy, and offen {fern*]* with indig* 
ftatkm* That Bttlrir» shofeM have etibmced th* 
efcfy öppertwfifäfcy mliis power to provide for hia 
tonify, can be no topic of eifflsut* or ridicfefe, eve* 
tf ttti»*%tt*lt6nte acquwöd had toeen of a tower 
d c üoüiiii fttkm ; and feöwever utcetttpattfeie with ta* 
«Mtitatkm either of lttd er of gtftiue tfee butinett 
rf «n eftci&eman may *>e> we hnve yet tö bterft «hat 
ttorerfo any thing of mofai forpitade ör diBgrttee 
dß&ched to it. It was hol; bis choiee, for he bad 
no Choice ; it was tihe only help within liis reach : 
«todtalttdfcoNef it. Böttba^^aiWrbttii^held 
üpt* pafeK* view Äkd to fmbiie ttttatation as 4 
htan/W enly ° ctf *ome," but of very superio? 
and^estjenshte^getiia») he should not have ftnmd * 
ftetron;generüU8 eaough, or Wide Janough to f lacfe 
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bim in a sjjtoatM>n, if not more honourable to * his 
talenta, if not connected with tbe Jaboujs of • tb* 
pen, cur in aome ineaaure promotive of his Hteraiy 
pursuiU, yet aj leaat fw# frow alluremtint* to- 
u tbe ain. that to easily beaet him :" thia ia a.«ir* 
eumstanoe on. which tbe admirers. of Büäns and 
of bis patrons have found it painful to dwell. 

His amiable friend Mr. Mackkyzis» in tha 97 tk 
nuntber of tbe Lounger, after menti Going Ute 
poeft deaign of going to tko Waet Iadies *u quait 
of tbe Bbeker and anpoort whkh Seotlamf ha4 
denied bim* conclodee that paper m words to wbich 
tufficieat attention appeax» not to hav* bee« pej* : 
- " I trust »eana roay be found to» pwen* thi» na* 
aofatttoa front taJung -place; and that 1 do nqr 
eomitrp no noore tban justice, wben I Buppoae bor 
readyr to- Stretch out tbe hand to cheriah and relain 
tb», mative poeft, odiose " wood-notea wild" poat 4s$ 
so mach exoettence.-^To repair the wroagi oim& 
l&ri«go# negtecteimerit: fcocalWorthgeaittfiQGeji 
th*abscurity mwhich k bad piaed indignaat» and 
jriettrtf twlert iY naypwfitor dcüght th* wor4d:~- 
' theae avfcexfevtions which give to wealth am enviojpfe 
saperiawty, to g»eatnoss and to patronage a hudabte 

C 2 •»■- ; 
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• Althoügh'-'we h : ave seen, by the extract froin 
Öüäns* letter; tiiat he depretated the reflections 
whicfi might be mäde on his occupation of excise- 
tnan, it may be necessary to add, tiiat from this 
humble step, he foresaw all the contingencies and 
gradätionB of promotion up to a rank on wiiieb it 
is not ufiual to look with contempt. In- a letter 
Ritten to oce of his patrons (whose namc is £on» 
ceäted), dated 1794, he states that he.is on the 
Ifetbf Supervisors ; that in two or three years he 
ßhdftild-be at the head of that lißt/and be appointed, 
aia matter of cmnrse; but that then'a friend 
mtght be of Service in getting him into a part of the 
kirfgdorn whieh he would like. A Supervisor 9 ! 
iricötne ♦ariefffroriVabout £120 to £ 800 a yearj 
but the business, he says, is " an incessaut drudgery, 
and would be neärly a complete bar to every ept- 
cles of Itterary pursuit." He proceeds, however, 
to'tobserve, that the moment he is appointed super« 
vis^tihthe conimorn routine, he might be 1 mmi~ 
iflfted' on the Gollector's list, " and thb is always a 
business purely of politicäl patronage. A collector- { 
ship Maries from much better than two hundred : a ' 
year to near a thousand. Collectors also corae ' 
fbrward by precedcncy on the list» and have, be- 
eide« alwndsomc income, alife of complete teieure. * 



A Jife o£ liUrwy leyure, witb 3 decent copapeteact, 
kthe atmmit ef my wisbe»/' He thep rqsgtejtfutyg 
Mücitetbe ntemt of bis <wroqpQa4«ft M>Jmu% 
thwL 



He was döomed, however, to Continus in his 
jveflBOt anphoy&e»t for (he geaw nri jfrr offris days, 
«bid* w«t» cot DB*fty. Hi* ctnstHutioar w^fr 
**: b»al*fttbe,pe*Mi^ni3»a*id^ij licaf \m thftf b#lqa& 
te ü* tenyrtmwiK <rf gpma«" wap mw ippidjljf , 
ftanpuig? yat» attwupk soröbfo Jfeatbia saca waf 
«■vaijttant. b*mrtttohiU<Mi& rfamodi»«** WW9 tat 
fcebkL IforanipnByaroidst w»ay atTuggN4»aSfyeB»> 
fW*ÄCJfdb*d*|*^^ aa* fttoosajfr. 

m4*hmwm:mm mmmäbbto th* kiarf frny*i*an ; , 
■ml iWTjrtiii^ iilli^ttos^ibititfefitkHW^wtf^. fa, 
ttfejwaafeafJbua* 1Z$6» b*retnftv*d t»Är*im i* 
itatendoH ata* taB»a^stfrofl»DtHrfrie% W%fJ, 
•^«ftfcfcafiaettbhalhmg; « x*n*tiy Uta* M fofc **■ 
inoiagined, relievedthe rbeuniaticpainsin bis lppb»,. 

fett&te wo* i w wi c d wrtFtly feHo*K* b^a^evr «ttooÄ 
offtver. iWieix brmigto back tobi*^ 
ine», onthe 18*h of Juiy, he was no loöger ' abte CO • 
*iwli*flRi§Jtf, The fever increased, atlended witft 
fol fr w» »od datefejft aad» w tbe 2 ja*, ha cxj>>ned,- 
m the thirty-eigb^ jea» •* bis a§p , Ha* feftifal 
c 3 
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A*üs accompartiet* with militäry honours, not only 
ttyth&asrprbf Dmmfries volunteers, of which he 
Was a member, but by the Fencible Infantry, and 
a regiment of the Cinque Port cavalry, then quar- 
tered in Dumfries. 

--■ He left a widow and fbur sons, for whom the in« 
feafeitantsofDumfries opened a subscription wbicb, 
Wäfög-eietehded to England, produCed a consider- 
'äftfö'stim for their immediate necessities*. This bas 
tftice been augmented by the pro fite of the splendid 
«ditlbff of hin %o*ka, printetl in four irtlumes, 8vo ; 
tcM*#blcb*Dr; Cyna IE, of 'Liverpool, prefixed a 
Bfe, written withso much elegance- and taste, and 
änrichedby «ö mwcti ingeniourdisqoisition cm erery 
subject connected with the xharacter and pursuits 
of our poet, that it may be considered as a very 
ijnportant addition to English literature. It is 
«tiedtesB to adö how rauch the writer of the prasent 

* xm *9Stt. Btaras «tatimiea to live m the house in whicfetne 
*-9toet dfed: tbe ektesft son, Robert, is at Glasgow College, where 
' he enjoya a bonary* ot exhiljution, given hin» by the Pake oT 
Hamilton» '' His tum is decidedly literary, and his acquired 
ments are said to be considerable. The secohd, William, is at 
hörne : and the third is in London, under the kiiid protection' 
.öf Alderman Shaw. Wallace, die fourth «od, a ladofg*ta> 
ft*BtiM> die* last year of a eontuapttat, •■••'•' 
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sketch ha&been indebted to a composition* which all 
who bereafter write or think of Bubns, must ne» 
cesaarily consulL i 

As to the person of our poet, he is described at 
being nearly five feet ten inckes in height, and of 
a form- that indicated agility as weil as strengt!»» 
His well-raised forehead, sbaded with black curling 
hak» expressed uncommon capacity. His eye* 
were Jarge, dark, füll of ardour and aaimatipo, 
H» face was well formed, and his countenance um* 
c o m o ioniy interesting. Of his general behavioar, 
some trmts have already been given. It usuallp 
bespoke a mind cpnscious of superiar taleats* not 
however unmixed with the afiections which beget 
femitiarity and affability. It was consequently ▼a- 
rious, according to the various modes in which ha 
was addressed, or supposed himself to be treated: 
for it way easily be imagined that he often feit dit* 
respect where none was meant. His conversatiou 
is nniversally allowed to have been uniomjnonfy 
fascinating, and rieh in wit, hwnour, whinvaa4 
uccasionally in serious and apposite reftectiocu 
Tbisexcellence; however, proved a lasting misfor- 
tune to hin»: for while it procured h im the friend-» 
ship o/ men of character and taste, in wbosecow 
papyhis hujnour was guarded.&nd chas^iktoö 
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aba alhumaintt fwr tha lernest of aaBkiad* wbo* . 
bmom aa «bfereoce baftweeii Ireedom and licen* . 
tiousness, and ai*e never so compktely gra&täe&aa 
when genius condescends to give a kind of sanetioa . 
Ig tfeairfmsaais. Yet wkh alt bis failing% no 
had a qatckwr appftbeasiaik ofi nght and 
. *i< huttan cotidopt, er 'a atföngtn saaw otf 
w* «MlicoIauaai*aM?»n m morab «r lMMtm 
Mia^owa^eri*!» b* walk kaew and tamottod, aad. 
Hm tfiiw» ol iadapeMtenat waach, ba alafcxad, aad 
wmfitm^msdifi aabüilai, pmeeme* hia* it&m ku 
j a at» c % aa taii^iDMnsiiili^ H* diactpooiy bat 
^ ^MMiebt, aad }afobahi*dbii*< » namei tha fc»«r 



m& Baaagavipfaad^ fe wuMbbe \* m ctrmw y ba>* 
#»«ataa^o^»6Yäk^axaroimtfeow Allnaa d bf t ^ 
af ttataaad* seastbilftty ba**agrae<i ft» atf g i> hki» 
*fe%p*aafe aamog tba nfflBtpeetaof bfe ewitftry*: 
]^i|H»aiirtBii»eareBa*taeB awhumoux, J*odern«s«^ 
aa^aublitaityi a eombtaätiofi narely ffeuad k* hh>- 
ttera tfaes, uatetaki ttb^wrfthifsaof a fewpoatae* 
U t a v at fr Mfe j b ao» ftaw, widfrwfcom i* woöldbeim*- 
p aap e » t»/ceibpare bw. A« he alwaya wroto- »a- 
dtt* lüg i b ipiwi a » -of tKtuafr feaftag, mach o€ tft» 
» *# ibr smm* may be dfoewafedi im Ina 
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poet. He executed no great work, for be never 
was in a Situation whicb could affbrd the means of 
preparing, executing, and polisbing a work of 
mägnitude. His time be was compelled to borrow 
from labour, anxiety, and sickness. Hence his 
poems are short, various, and frequently irregulär. 
It is not always easy to predict, from ihe begin- 
ning of them, what the conclusion or geueral 
Management will be. Tbey werc probably writteu 
at one efibrt, -and apparently with eaae. He £61- 
lows the guidance of an Imagination, fertile in its 
images, but irregulär in its expressions, and apt to 
be desultory. Hence he mixes tlie moet affecting . 
tenderness with humouralmost coarse, and from 
thit frequently soars to asentiment of sublimity, a 
lofty flight, indicative of the highest powert of the 
art, Although in pursuit ofßowers, hedocsnot .. 
scruple to pick up a weed, if it bas auy tbing Singu- 
lar in its appearance, or apposite in its resemblance. » 
Yet thereader, whohas been accustomed to study .. 
nature, and the varieties of the human mind, will . 
always find soraething in unison with hisboldest .< 
transitions. 

Scenery and sentiment constitute the principal 
part of his poems. Characters and manners like- • 
wtee enter into them, aud appear witliequal ad- 
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vantäge. Having attempted no regulär wo rk, he 
leaves us only to conjecture, but to conjecture with> 
the greatest probability, that, had he been possessed 
of the means of leisure and study, he nugbt kam 
produced thofe bold exertions which some suppose 
tö be the soul or essence of poetry, and which have 
constituted the extensive fame of the greatest of 
poets. He always, however, viewed objects with a 
correct and picturesquc eye. Many of tbose songs 
which he wrote with, little labour, are finished- 
Sketches of nafore, or rural life ; and the charactera 
and incidents in them, or in his larger poeias, are 
strictry in truth, and wtfl be readily acknowledged. 
His resources were abtmdant; for, however striking 
Bis deKneations, he does not etevate any thing be* 
yond its just Standard, and kitrodocea no msie* 
tricious Ornaments to heighten the efiect, or catcfc 
vulgär applause. His veretfication, it may eaaily be 
obterved, is sometimes incorrect ; but, as he fre~ 
qoeatry revised and reiouched his works without 
Amendment in this respect, we are incline£ to 
thrak that he coneidered k as a secondairy objecto 
or would not gratify his critics by acknawledging 
what an inferior capacity might discover. Sonic» 
few critkisms, ii is said, he adopted, but rejected 
by far the greater part. 
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If the merit of a pöet i* to be estiaated by com- 
]Nräon> BtrfcNfe has certaialy surpassed bis co*m- 
trymen Ramsay and FirgvSson, tbe only two 
Wrkers of aoy eminence with whom a comparison 
hm beett, or c&n be eatimated. Ia bis early «fe 
tttopts, tfaese were the best noedek he bad to foK 
low; and tt * evident tbat be bad studied their 
works, and derived coneiderable ktfprovement from 
tbeta. He acknowtedges that, meeiing with Fer- 
wwstom'i Scottieh Poems, be " strung bis lyre 
4new with emufcting vigour " But still be exceedt 
in versatOity of talent. The poems of Ramsat 
and Fsx»vsfco* are charafcterised by humour or 
ffafthoa oftly: bat our poet, wbile bis humour wob 
«are exubevaat thaa their«» and bis pathos equalty 
ttMohing, rose" superior by flighte of the sublime 
ani terrible, whicb they äever attained» He may 
thtrefore be betöered when be -say*, thftt M although 
be bad tkese ptets frequently m bis eye, it was 
atther witb a View to kindle at their flaute, than 
*D servife imitati&n " Nothing, indeed > of the.lat- 
«wr kpjtoars in bis works,-— The poet dieplays tbe 
rtnae iadepeadent spirit as tbe man. The plan er 
tat tfoughi of the Brigs qfjjr may 4iave bee» 
tauen from Fbrovss&iv's ümmmay and Vkunttonc*:; 
«nd Tks forme/* ftgfe of thife poet, may have sog- 
£»ted TU Ctlfert Stturrny «*r%»; bot in «Mae 
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and a few other instances, where sorae distänt re- 
-semblance of subject may be traced, the execution, 
and all tbat constitutes the ment of the poem, he- 
long to Buuns. It may be observed, 4oo, that 
Bttbns was in a progressive State of improvement: 
•bis early productions have much ruggedness and 
incorrectness ; but as he advanced, his pawers 
ripened, his judgment became severe and critical; 
and it is irapossible to say what grander displays 
%e might have made, had he been placed in better 
circumstances than those which have been detailed. 

Bürns was entirely the poet of nature. — Of 
Mterature, he had* none. He knew the Greek and 
Roman poets, if he knew them at all, only in trans- 
lations. There have been, indeed, few poets less 
indebted to art and education. He was a total 
stranger to the tinsel, the overloading epithets, and 
other shifts of modern poets. If he read French, 
he imbibed nothing of the French manner : but 
his knowledge of tbat language does not appear to 
have been very intimate, although some common- 
place pnrases occur in his letters. What superior 
culture might have done for a mind naturally vigo- 
rous and easily susceptible of knowledge, we shall 
not now inquire. Conjecture has been but idly . 
employed in calculating what Shaksfeare might 
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iiave produced, had be earned the honours of aca- 
demic education. Of this we are certain, that men 
" of ärdent imaginations, and whose works bear the 
undoubted stamp of genius, 4iave frequently been 
-foünd to neglect, if not to despise the opportunities 
'by wtiich general knowledge is diffused throughout 
a nation, and by which studies are regulated and 
fbrms prescribed. 

In the case öf Bur:ns, however, it does not ap- 

•pear neceesary to put our imaginations to the 
Stretch. His works claim no charitable allowance 
on aocöunt of the obscurity of his birth, or the 
smallness of his acquisitions ; they are such as few 

*cholars coüld have produced, and such as learn- 
ing could not have materially improved. It has 
been necessary to relate bis personal history, as 
an object of that curiosity which the admirers of 
an author cannot repress, aud in order to account 
for bis personal failings : but as a poet, he roay 
await the verdict of criticism, without the least 

•neeessity of putting in the pleaof poverty, or want 
.of literature. In all his works, he discovers Ins 

-feelings, without betraying his Situation. Had 
they been sent into the world without a name, 
" l -conjecture would have found no pretence to *üx 
Vouh d 
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them 011 a ploughman, or to suppose that they 
were published merely to raise pity and relief. 

By some it'has been regretted, that the best per* 
formances of our poet are in a language now ac- 
counted barbarous, wjiich is never used in serious 
writing, and which is gradaally falling into disuse, 
because every man gets rid of it as soon as he can. 
It has been asked, why he should write only for a 
part of the island, when he cou-ld command the 
admiration of the wholel In answer, it has been 
urged, that he wrote for the peasantry of his 
country, in a language which was to them familiär, 
and rieh in expression. It was likewise for many 
years the only language he knew so well as to be 
able to express himself fluently in it ; his early 
thoughts were conveyed in it, and it was endeared 
to htm by the pleasures of memory and association. 
He wrote it when he had no very extensive am- 
bition^ and when he had nt> suspicion that it would 
obscure his sentiments, ör narrow his fame. Nor, 
it must be confessed, has he been disappointed in 
his expeetations, if we suppose that they were more 
enlarged. In England, Ireland, and America, his 
poems have been read and studied with pleasure 
and avidky, amidstall the interruptionsof glossanal 
reference. These remarks, however, do not apply 
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to many of his graver poems whlch are written in 
English, and in English which proves tbat he haci 
cultivated tbat language with attention and succesa; 
although he did not conceive it to be adapted to 
such pieces as he intended, perhaps exclusively, 
for the use of his humble neighbours, and to give 
classic dignity to his native scenery. 

i 
It has already been mentioned, that Büi^ns had 

received a religious education, such as k common 

to the lower classes in Scotland ; and it may be 

observed, that many of his sentiraents run in a de- 

yotional strain, while lie frequently, but not always 

with equal judgment, introduces the language and 

imagery of the Holy Scriptures in his writings. It 

i§ to Jbe lamented, however, that the religious im- 

pressions of his yeuth were neither so strpng nor 

so durable as to afford him consolation amidst the 

tmtoward events of his life. He appears to have 

been much affected by the bigotry of his neighbours, 

and has satirized it with peculiar humour; but in 

this discharge of what he might think was his duty, 

he overlooked the mean betwixt superstition and 

unbelief. In his latter days he feit severely the 

folly of thus removing from one extreme to another ; 

and probabiy lamented the loss of that happier 

62 
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frarae of mind in which he wrote the concluding 
verses of the Cotter's Saturday Night. Let us hope, 
however, that his many and frank acknowledgments 
of error finally ended in. that " repentance which is 
not to be repented of." It is but justice to addf 
that he corrected certain improprieties introduced- 
into his early pöems ; and it was his intention ta« 
have revised all his works, and make reparation 
to the individuals he had been supposed to irritate, 
or to the subjects he had treated with unbecoming. 
levity. " When we reflect," says Mr. Macke^zie, 
" on his rank in life, the habits to which he must 
have been subject, and the society in which he 
must have mixed, we regret, perhaps, more than 
wonder, that delicacy should be so often offended 
in perusing a volume in which there is so much to 
interest and please us." 

The character of Bü»ns will still be incomplete, 
witbout some notice of his abilities as a prose- 
writer; for of these we have ample proofs in his 
familiär correspondence. That his letters were ne- 
verintended for the public eye, that many of them 
are mutilated, and that some, perhaps, might have 
been suppressed, are deductions which do not af- 
fect their merit as the effusions of a very uncora- 
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mon mind, dnricbed with knowledge far beyond 
what could have been reasonably expected in his 
Situation. He appears to have cultivated English 
prose with care, and certainly wrote it with a 
sprightly fluency. His turns of expression are va» 
riöus and surprizing, and, when treating the 
most common topics, his sentiments are Singular 
and animated. His letters, however, would have 
attained a higher portion of graceful expression, 
and would have been more generally pleasing, had 
they not been too frequently the faithful transcripts 
of a disappointed mind, gloomily bent on one set 
of indignant and querulous reflections. But with 
tbis, and another exception which might be made 
to these letters, from a frequent imitation of the 
discursive manner of Sterne, they must ever be 
considered as decided proofs of genius. They con- 
tain many admirable specimens of critical acumen, 
and many flights of humour, and observations on 
life and manners, which fully justify our belief that, 
had he cultivated his prose talents only, bc might 
have risen to very high distinction in epistolary or 
essay writing. In them, likewise, we find many 
moral sentiments and resolutions, many struggles 
with his passions, fair hopes of amendment, and 
Philosophie intrepidity, expressed in a style pecu- 
liarly original and energetic. Upon the whole, 
d 3 
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Burns was a man who undoubtedly possessed great 
abilities with great failings. The former he re- 
ceived from nature, he prized them highly, and he 
improved them ; the latter were exaggerated by 
circumstances less within bis controul, and by dis- 
appointments whieh, trusting to the most liberal 
encouragement ever ofFered to genius, he could not 
have foreseen. They heve been detailed in this 
sketch of bis life, from motives for which no apo- 
logy is necessary ; to guard ambitious. and ardeat 
minds from similar irregularities and wanderings, 
and to explain why such a man, after the first burst 
of populär applause was past, liyed and died more 
unhappily than would probably have been the case 
had he ne?ex knojym^ghn tjj mm to be caressed and 
admired* 

A.C. 
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ON THE DEATH OF BURKS. 



BY MR. ROSCOE. 



REAR high thy bleak majestic biliar, 

Thy shelter'd Valleys proudly spread, 
And Scotia, pour thy tbousand rills, 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red ; 
But, ah ! what poet now shall tread 

Thy airy heights, thy woodland reign» 
Siuce he the sweetest bard is dead 

That ever breath'd the soothing strai»? 

As green thy towering pines may grow, 

As clear thy streams may speed along, 
As bright thy Sommer suns may glow, 

And wake again thy feathery throng ; 
But now, unheeded is the song, 

And dull and lifeless all around, 
For his wild harp lies all unstrung, 

And cold the hand that wak'd its sound. 
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What tho' thy yigorous offspring rise ; 

In arts, in arms, thy sons excel ; 
Tho' beauty in thy daughters' eyes, 

And health in every feature dwell ; 
Yet who shall now their praises teil, 

In strains impassion'd, fond and free, 
Since he no more the song shall swell 

To love, and liberty, and thee ? 

With step-dame eye and frown severe 

His hapless youth why didst thou view r 
For all thy joys to him were dear, 

And all his vows to thee were due : 
Nor greater bliss his bosom knew, 

In opening youth's delightful prime, 
Than when thy favouring ear he drew 

To listen to his chaunted rhyme. 

Thy lonely wastes and frowning skies 

To him were all with rapture fraught ; 
He heard with joy the tertipest rise 

That wak'd him to sublimer thought ; 
And oft thy winding dells he sought, 

Where wild flowers pour'd their rathe perfume 
And with sincere devotion broqght 

To thee the summer's earliest bloom. 
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But, ab! no fand maternal smile 

His unprotected youth enjoy'd ; 
His limbs inur'd to early toil, 

His days with early hardships tried : 
And more to mark thc gloomy void, 

And bid him feel bis misery,. 
Bcfore his infont eyes would glidc 

Day-dreams of immortality. 

Yet, not by cold neglect depress'd, 

Witb sinewy arm he turn'd the soil, 
Sunk with the cvening sun to rest, 

And met at morn his earliest smile« 
Wak'd by his rustic pipe, meanwhile 

The powere of fancy came along, 
And sooth'd his lengthen'd hour of toil 

With native wit and sprightly song. 

—Ah ! days of bliss, too swiftly fled, 

When \ugorous health from labour Springs/ 
And bland contentment smooths the bed, 

And sleep his ready opiate brings-; 
And hovering round on airy wings 

Float the light forms of young dcsire,. 
That of unutterable things 

The soft and shadowy hope inspire* 
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Now spells of mightier power prepare, 

Bid brighter pbantoms. round him dance; 
Let flattery spread her viewless snare, 

And fame attract his vagrant glance : 
Let sprightly pleasure too advance, 

»Unveird her eyes, unclasp'd her zone, 
'Till lost in love's delirious trance 

He scorn the joys his youth has known. 

Let friendship pour her brightest blaze, 

Expanding all the bloom of soul ; 
And mirth concenter all her rays, 

And point them from the sparkling bowl ; 
And let the careless moments roll 

In social pleasures unconfin'd, 
And confidence that spurns controul, 

Unlock the inmost Springs of mind. 

And lead his steps those bowers araong, 
Where elegance with splendour vies, 

Ür. science bids her favour'd thrbng 
To more retin'd sensations rise : 

Beyond the peasant's humbler joys, 
And freed from each laborious strife, 

There let him learn the bliss to prize 
/ That waits the sons of polish'd life. 
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Then whilst bis throbbing veins beat high 

With every im pulse of delight, 
Dash from his ups the cup of joy, 
. And shroud the scene in shades of night ; 
And let despair, with wizard ligbt, 

Disclose the yawuing gulf below, 
And pour incessant on his sight 

Her specter'd ills and shapes of woe : 

And shew beneath a cheerless shed, 

With sorrowing heart and Streaming eyes, 
In silent grief where droops her head, 

The partner ©f his early joys ; 
And let his infants' tender cries 

His fond parental succour claim, 
And bid him hear in agonies 

A hu-sband, and a father'e name. 

Tis done, the powerful charm succeeds ; 

His high reluctant spirit bends ; 
In bitterness of soul he bleeds, 

Nor longer with his fate contends. 
An ideot laugh the welkin rends 

As genius thus degraded lies ; 
Till pitying Heaven the veil extends 

That shrouds the Poet's ardent eyes. 
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— Rear high tby bleak majestic hüls, 

Thy shelter'd Valleys proudly spread, 
And Scotia, pour thy thousand rills, 

And wave thyjieaths with blossoms red; 
But never more shall poet tread 

Thy airy heigbts, thy woodland reign, 
Since he the sweetest bard is dead 

That'ever breath'd the soothing straia* 
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.PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION O-F 

BURNS' POEMS, 

PUBLISIIED AT KILMARNOCK. 



Thb following Trifles are not the production 
of the poet, who, with all the advantages of 
learned art, and, perhaps, amid the elegancies 
and idlenesses of upper life, looks down /or a 
rural theme, with «n eye to Theocritus or Virgil* 
To the author of this, these and other celebrated 
names, their countrymen, are, at least in their 
original language, Afountain ahnt up, and a book 
sealed. Unacquainted with the necessary requi- 
eites for commencing poet by rule, he sings the 
sentiments and manners he feit and saw in 
himself and bis rustic compeers around bim, in 
his and their native language. Though a rhymer 
from his earliest years, at least, from the warbest 
b2 
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impulses of the softer passions, it was not tili 
very lately that the applause, perhaps the par- 
tiality, of friendship, wakened his vanity so far 
as to make bim think any thing of his worth 
showing ; and none of the following works were 
composed with a view to the press. To amuse 
himself with the little creations of his own 
fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a laborious 
life ; to transcribe the various feelings, theloves, 
the griefs, the hopes, the fears, in his own breast; 
to find some kind of cotmterpoise to the struggles 
of a world, ahvays an alien scene, a task un- 
couth to the poetical mind — these were h» 
motives for courting the Muses, and in these he 
iound poetry to be iU own reward, 

Now that he appears in the public character 
of an author, he does it with fear and trembling. 
So ilear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even 
he, an obscure, nameiess Bard, shrinks aghast at 
tiie tbought of being branded as— An imperti- 
nent blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the 
world ; and, because he can make a shift to jingle 
ä few doggerei Scotch rbyraes together, looking 
upon himself as a poet of no small consequencö 
forsooth ! 
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It is an Observation of that celebraterf 
poet, Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour 
to our language, our nation, and our species, 
that < Humility has depressed many a genius to 
c a hermit, but never raised one to fame V If 
any critic catches at the word genius, the au- 
thor teils him once for all, that he certainly 
looks upon himself as possest of some poetic 
abilitiesy otherwise his Publishing in the manner 
he has done, would be a manoeuvre below the 
worst chara&er, whicb, he hopes> his worst 
enemy will ever give him. But to the genius of 
a Ramsay, or the glorious dawnings of the poor, 
unfortunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaf- 
fected sincerity, declares, that, even in his highest 
pulse of vanity, he has not the most distant 
pretensions. These two justly admired Scotch 
poets he had often had in his eye in the follow- 
mg pieces; but rather with a view to kindle at 
their flame than for servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his 
most sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow 
over a counter, but the heart-throbbing grati- 
tude of the bard, conscious how much he owes 
to benevolence and friendship, for gratifying 
b 3 
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him, if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of 
cvery poetic bosom - to be distinguished. He 
begs bis readers, particularly the learned and 
the polite, who may honour bim with a perusal, 
that they will make every allowance for edu- 
cation and circumstances of life; but, if after 
a fair, candid, and impartial critkism, he shall 
stand convicted of dulness and nonsense, let 
him be done by as he would in that case do by 
others— let him be condemned, without mercy, 
to contempt and oblivion. 
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DEDICATION 

or THl 

SECOND EDITION OF THE 

POEMS FORMERLY PRINTED. 



• TO THE 

NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 
OF THE 
CALEDONIAN HUNT. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

A Scottish Bord, proud oftke name, andwhott 
higkest ambitvon is to sing in kis Country's «rracf ,. 
vkerc skall ke so propcrfy look for patrönage as 
to thc illnstrious namd of kis Mitire Land; tkost 
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who bear the honovrs and inherit the virtues qf 
theirAncestors? ThePoetic Genius ofmy Country 
found me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did Eliska — 
at the plough ; and thron her inspiring mantle 
oter me. She bad tne sing the loves, thejoys the 
rural scenes and rural pleasures of my natite soil, 
in my natite tongue : I tuned my 'xvild, artlcss 
notcs, as she inspircd. — Site whispercd me to come 
to tkjs ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my 
Songs under your honoured protection : I now obey 
her dictates. % 

Thovgh much indebted to your goodmss, I do 
not approach you, my Lords and Gcntlemen, in 
the usual style of dedication, to thank you for 
past favours ; that path is so hackneyed by pro- 
stituted learningy tlmt honest rusticity is ashamed 
of it. Nor do I present this Address with the 
taenal soul of a servile Author, looking for a 
6 
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confinuation of those favovrs : I was bred to tke 
Pfough, and am indepcndcnt* I come to claim 
tke common Scottisk name witk you, my ilhistriou* 
Countrymen ; and to teil the world tkat I glory 
in tke title. I come to congratulate my Countrfr 
tkat tke blood of her ancient ktroes atül runs im- 
contaminated ; and tkatfrom your courage, knovt- 
ledge, and public spirit, she may expect protection, 
tocaltk, and liberty. In tke -last place, I come to 
proffer my wärmest wiskes to tke Great Fountain 
of Honour, tke Monarch of the Universe, for your 
toelfare and kappiness. 

Wken you go fortk to toaten tke Eckpes y in 
the ancient and favourite amusement of your 
Forefatkers, may Pleasure ecer be of your party ; 
and may Social Joy await your return : Wken 
karassed in courts or camps witk tke jostlings of 
bad men and bad measures, may the honest con* 
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sciousness of injured worth attcnd your return to 
your native Seats ; and mag Domestic Happincss, 
with a smilihg welcome, meet you at your gates ! 
May corruption shrink at your kindlmg indignant 
glance; and may tyranny in the Ruier, and licen- 
tiousness in the Pcople, equally find you an in- 
exorable foe ! 

I habt the horiöur to be y 

With the sincerest gratitude 9 
and Ughest respect 9 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 
Yourmost devoted humble servant, 



ROBERT BURNS. 



Edinbubow, 
April 4, 1787. 
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POEMS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



THE TWA DOGS, 

A TALE. 

*TWAS in that place o' Scotland's isle, 
That bears the name o' Auld King Coil, 
Upon a bonnie day in June, 
When wearing thro* the afternoon, 
Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame, 
Porgather'd ance upon a time. 

• The first 1*11 name, they ca'd him Cäsar, 
Was keepit for his Honor's pleasüre : 
His Jiair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
ShewM he was nane o* Scetland's dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for Cod. 
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His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Shew'd him the gentleman and scholar ; 
But though he was o' high degree, 
The fient a pride na pride had he; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gypee/s messin, 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke v tho' e'er sae duddie, 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him, 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him, ; 
After some dog in Highlaad sang *, 
Was made lang syne— -Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an' faithful tyke, 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face, 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcietail, wi' upward curl, 
Hung o'er his hurdies wi' a swirl. 

* Cucbullin's dog iu Ossian's FingaL 
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Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither, 
An' unco pack an* thick thegither ; 
" Wi' social nose whyles snuff'd and snowkit, 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit; 
Whyles scour'd awa in lang excursion, 
An' worry'd ither in diversion ; 
Until wi d affin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat them down, 
And there began a lang digression 
Aböut the lords o' the creation. 

C£SAR. 

Fve aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ; 
An' w£en the gentry's life I saw, 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 
His coals, his kain, and a' his Stents : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkies answer at the bell : , 

He ca's his coach, he ca's his hone ; 
He draws a bonnie silken purse, 
As lang's my tail* whare, thro' the steeks. 
The yellow letter'd Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
Vol. I. C 
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An' tho' the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sicklike trashtrie, 
That's little short o' downright wastrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner, 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner, 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in a' the lan' : 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it's past my comprehension. 

L.UATH. 

Trowth, Caesar, whyles they're fash't enough ; 
A cottar howkin in a sheugb, 
Wi* dirty stanes biggin a dyke, - * 

Baring a quarry, and sicklike, 
Himself, a wife, he thus sustains, 
A smytrie o' wee duddie weans, 
An* nought but his han' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape. 

An' when they meet wi* sair disasters, 
Like loss o' health, or want o' masters, 
Ye mai9t wad think, a wee touch langer, 
An' they maun starve o' cauld and hunger ; 
But,how it comes, I never ken'd yet, 
They're niaistly wonderfu' contented ; 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISII. 15 

An' buirdly chiels, an' clever hizzies, » 

Are bred in sie a way as this is. 

CJESAR. 

But then to see how ye're negleckit, 
How huff'd, and cuff'd, and disrespeckit ! . 
' L— d, man our gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' sie cattle ; 
They gang as saucy by poor folk, 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I've notic'd, on our Laird's court-day, 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash, 
How they maun thole a factor's snash : 
He'll stAip an' threaten, curse an' swear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear; 
While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble, 
An' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble ! 

I see how folk live that hae riches ; 
But surely poor folk maun be wretches ? 

LUATII. 

They're nae sae wretched's ane wa/1 think ; 

Tho' constantly on poortith's brink : 

They're sae accustom'd wi' the sight, 

The view o't gies them little fright. 
c 2 
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Then chance an' fortune are sae guided, 
They're ay in less or mair provided ; 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment, 

The dearest comfort o' tljeir lives,- 
Their grushie weans an' faithfu' wives ; 
The prattling things are just their pride, 
That sweetens a* their fire-side. 

An'* whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; 
They lay aside their private cares, 
To mind the Kirk and State affairs : 
The/ll talk o' patronage and prieste, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts, * 

Or teil what new taxatioa's comin, 
An' ferlie at the folk in Lorion. 

Aß bleak-fac'd Hallowmass returns, 
They get the jovial, ranting kirns, 
When rvral life, o' ev'ry Station, 
Unite in common recreation; 
Ix)ve blinks, Wit slaps* an' social Mirth, 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins, 
TEey bar the door on frosty winds ; 
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The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 
Alf sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The luntin pipe, an' sneeshin inill, 
Are handed round wi' right guid will; 
The cantie auld folks craekin crouse, 
The yoimg anes rantin thro' the house, — 
My heart has been sae fain to see thcm, 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' thera. 

Still it's owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest fawsont folk, 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle Master, 
Wha' aiblins, thrang a parliarilentin, t 

For Britain's guid bis saul indentin— 

C^SAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it; 
For Britain's guid ! guid faith ! I doubt it. 
Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead him, 
An* saying aye or no's they bid him : 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, garnbling, masquerading : 
c 3 
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Or may be, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 
To make a tour, an' tak a whirl, 
• To learn hon tan an* see the woiT. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout, 
To thrum guitars, and fetch wi' nowt ; 
Or flown Italian vista starttes, 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o' myrtles : 
Then bouses drumly German water, 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter, 
An' clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Britain's gtdd ! for her destruction ! 
Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten an' harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last ! 

O would they stay aback frae courts, 
An' please themsels wi' countra sports, 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, 
The Laird, the Tenant, an' the Cotter ! 
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For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows ; ^ 
Except for breakin o' their timmer, 
Or speakin lightly o' their 1 immer, 
Or shootin o' a hare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er a bit they're illto poor folk. 

But will ye teil me, Master Cctsar, 
Sure great folks life's a life o* pleasure ? 
Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

C£SAR. 

L — d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 

The gentles ye wad ne'er euvy 'em. 

It's true, they need na starve or sweat, 

Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat ; 

i 

The/ve nae sair wark to craze their banes, 

.An' ftll auld age wi' grips< an' granes : 

But human hodies are sie fopls, 

For a' their Colleges and schools, 

That when nae real ills perplex them, 

They make enow tliemsels to vex them ; 

An' ay the less they hae to sturt them, 

In like proportion less will hurt them; . 

A couritry fellow at ,the pleugh, . 

His acres till'd he's right eno.ugh ; 
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A countiy girl at her wheel, 
Her dizzen's done, she's udco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
WY ev'ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy; 
Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an* restless ; 
An' even their sports, their balls an' races, 
„ Their galloping thro' public places. 
There's sie parade, sie pomp, an* art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches, 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wi' drink an' wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 
The Ladies arm-in-arm in Clusters, 
As great and gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They're a* run deils an' jads thegither. 
Whyles, o'er the wee bit cup an' platie, 
They sip the scandal potion pretty; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard, / 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 
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There's some exception, man an' woman ; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight, 
An* darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clock humui'd wi* lazy drone; 
The kye stood rowtin i* the loan; 
When up they gat, and shook tbeir lugs, 
Rejoic'd they were na men but dogs; 
An' each took äff his several way, 
HesolvM to meet aome ither day* 



/ 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 



Gie bim strong drink, until he wink, 

Tbat's sinking in despair ; 
An' liquor guid to fire bis bluid, 

That's prest wi' grief an' care ; 
There let hira bouse, an' deep carouse, 

Wi* bumpers flowing o'er, 
Till be forgets bis loves or debts, 

An' minds his griefs no more. 

Solomon's Proverbs, xxxi. 6, 7. 



LET other Poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, an' wines, an' drunken Bacchus, 

An 9 orabbit names an* stories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug, 
I sing the juice Scots bear can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 

O thou, my Muse ! guid auld Scotck Drink : 
Whether thro' wimpling worms thou jink, 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink, 

In glorious faem, 
Inspire me, tili I lisp and wink, 

To sing tby name ! 
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Let husky Wheat the haughs adom, 
An' Aits set up their awnie hörn, 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or morn, 

Perfume the piain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o' grain ! 

On thee aft Scotland chowsher cood, 
In souple scones, the wale o'food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an* beef ; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's blood, 

There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the warne, an' keeps us livin ; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth receivin, 
When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin; 

But, oü'd by thee, 
The wheels o' life gae downrhill, scrievin, 

Wi' rattlin glee. 

Thou clears the head o' doited Lear ; 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labor sair, 

At's weary toil ; 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 
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Aft, cIäI in massy silier we£d, 
Wi* Gentles thou erects thy head j 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need, 

- The poor man's wine, 
His wee drap pärritch, or bis breäd, 
Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life o' public baunts ; 
But thee, wfcat were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev'n godly tneetings* o* the saunt», 

By thee inspir'd, 
When gaping they besiege täae tefitsy 

Are <teubly fir'd. 

That merry night we get the com in, 
O Sweetly tben thou reams the hörn in ! ; \ 

Or reekin on a New-year moming 

In cog or bicker, 
An* just a wee drap sp'rituad burn in, ti 

An' gusty. sucker ! 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, % 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee üzz an freath 

F th' lugget caup ! 
Then Burtiewin* cofaies on Hke death 

At ev'ry chaup. 

* Burnevnn — burn~the-wind — the Blacksmith — an appro* 
priate title. £. 
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Nae mercy, then, for airn or steel ; 
The brawnie, bainie, plougbman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammer, 
Till block an* studdie ring an' reel 

Wi* dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin weanies see the light, 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright, 
Uoyt fumblin cuifs theirdearies slight; 

Was worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night, 

Or plack frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' just as wud as wud can be, 
How easy can the barley-bree 

Cement the quarrel ! 
If s aye the cheapest lawyer's fee, 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason 
Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season, 

E'er spier her price. 
Vol. I. D 



/ 



26 BÜRNS* poems; 

Wae worth tbat brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell source o' monie a pain an* brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hash, 

O' half his days ; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 
To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scbtland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I teil, 
Poor plackless devils like mysel ! 
It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 
Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrencb r 
An' gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi* a glunch 

O* sour disdain, 
Out owre a glass o' whisky punch 

Wi' honest men. 

O Whisky! soul o* plays an* pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
"When wanting thee, what tuneless cränks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Thou comes they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither'js a— s ! 
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Tbee, Tcrintosh ! O sadly lost ! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
Now coüc grips, an' barkin hoast, 
May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' chartert boast 
Is ta'en awa ! 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' tn' Excis*,- 
Wha mak the Whisky stells their prize ! 
Haud up tby han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrice ! 

There, seize the blinkers ! 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d — n'd drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thou'll but gie nie still 
Haie breeks, a scone, an* Whisky gilt, 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak' a' tbe rest, 
An' deal't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



d2 
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THE AÜTBOll 

EARNEST CRY AND PRATER 

TO THE 

SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES, 

IV THE 

1IOU8E OF COMMOVS. 



DearettofDiftillation! last and best ! —» 

How art thou lost ! — - — 

Parody cn Mittam. 



Y E Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wim rrpracnt our brughs an' shires, 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament, 
Tu you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 



• ThTs was written before the act anent the Scotch Distil 
of «ruiuu 17H6 ; iur which Scotland and the Autbor returr 
iuo»t grate ful thauka. 
5 
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Alas ! my roupet Muse is hearse ! 
Your Honors heart wi' grief 'twad pierce, 
To see her sittin on her a — 

jLowV tta'dust, 
ApJ scrieehin out prosaic ,verse, . v < •. •-, •> f . • 
An' like to brüst ! 

Teil thetn wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' mtfs in great' affliction, 
• E'er sin' they laid thafc cufrst reatriction » 

On Aquavitoe ; 
An' rouse them 11p to strong conviction, 
An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an 4 teil yon PrtmUr Youtk, 
The honest, open> naked truth: ■ .» • .' . . 
Teil him o' mine an* Bcotland's drouth,-. • 

His^eiwahts humble : 
The muckle dewi blaw yeioutb,- * . v* . «-; - « * f i . 
.-. 'Jf^disiftfcfcible! 

Does oify greatjnan glunch, an'jglbo.niiM J al 
Speak out, an' never fash yobrJthumb !: . . 1 

Let posts an' pen«iptis jrink on soont^ , ■* :T 

■ Wi* them Wha grant'em: - 
If honestly they canna conte, : n. -V L'i 1» . ( *;A 
. * Far be&eriwant '«m. 
d 3 
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In gath'rin Totes you were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by yoor tack ; 
Ne'er claw yoor log, an* fidge yoor back. 

An* hum an' baw ; 
Bot raise yoor arm, an' teil yoor crack 

Before tbem a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle; 
Her motcbkin stoop as toom's a wbissle : 
An' d — mn'd Exciseineitfin £ bossle, 

■ Setzm a Stell, 
Triomphant crushin't like a mussei 
Or lampit sbell. 

Tbenon the dtheriknd'presentTier, 
A blackguard Smuggfer right behint ber 1 , } 

An'cbeek-for-chbW;achünteVmtnter, ,i > A 

Colteaguing join, 
Picking her pouch as bare* as Winter* 
' '" , Ctf4 , .lUnd , toip. 



Is there, tfaat bears the naine o* Seat/ 
But feels hi* neart's bluid rising hot, 
To see bis pölsir auld Mither's pot 

* " Tnus düng in staves, 

Air* plunder'do' her hindmost groat ' 
By gtJlows knaves ? 



. A 
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Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight, 
Trode i' the mire out o' sight ! 
But could I like Montgomerics fight, 

Or gab like Boswell, 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight, . 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your Honors, can ye see't, 
The kind, auld, jcantie Carlin gret?t, 
An' no get warmlytp your feet, , t 

An' gar them hear it, 
An'-tell them wi' ä pajtript Jieat,. . . : . 
. ,Ye winna bear it ! 



*&0P^ 



Some o' you-.nipely^en.^evlaws, . x fi 
To round, th,epenod t; an' pause, ;T : r; s rj v /. 
An' wi' rheto#c. clause oncjaüse. ..■/,„. u, 

To ,mak iarangues ; 
Thenecbo thrp,' §aint iStephen's w^'s y , t _ 
t ., Auj$, Scqtland's wrangs'. 

DetnjKter^try^ixf $f*;I>q w*rranj >rfj ,, 
Thee, aith-det^iqg, shastß ^Ufcfrran *|f , 
An' that glib-gabbet^^hlan^Baroj^ . . r 

, { . , T]he Laird o' Graham V; 
An' ane, a chap thafr d— opn'd auldfarran, 
! , : , 3/ ; I)y«^bi^name. 

• 8» Adam Ferguson. £. t The pretent Dakc of Montrose. E. 
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Erskine> a spunkie Norlarud billie; ./.- - 
True Campbeils, Fredcriejc an' Ilayi . . , ^ 
An' Livingstone, the bauld &> Willig; ;. # , 

An' monie ithers, 
Whom auld/Deroosthenes or Tully 

.- . Might own for brithers. 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Sootland back her kettle.;- 
Or faith ! TU wad niy new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll see ? t, or lang, 
She'll teach you, wi' a reekin wbittle, 

initiier sang. 

This while she's been in crankous mood, 
Her lost Militia nYd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 
An' now she's like to' riri r&l-wud 

About her Whisky. 

An' L— d, if ance Chey pit her till'tf 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt, 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt, 

She'll tak the streets, 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I' th' .first she meets ! 
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For G-d sake, Sirs ! then speak her fair, 
An' straik her cannie wi' the haii, 
An' to the muckle house repair,. 

Wi* instant speed, 
An' strive, wi' a' your Wit and Lear, 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi* his jeers an' mocks; 
, But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ! 
An 9 send him to his dicing box 

An' sportin lady. 

Teil yon guid bluid o' auld Boconnock'i 
1*11 be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in auld Name Tmnock's * 

Nine times a-week, 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad kindly seek. 

Could he some commutation broach, 

TU pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition, 

Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch, 

The Coalition. 

• A worthy old Hostess of the Author's in Mauchlinf, where b# 
sooetimes studies Foliücs over a glass of gudo auld Scotch Drink. 
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Auld Scodand bas a raucle tongue ; 
Sfce's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak tbeir part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be st rung, 

She'U ro desert. 

An' now, ye chosen Frce-aMd-Forty, 
May still your Mither's heart Support ye ; . 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty, 

An' kick your place, 
Yell snap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 
Before bis face. 

God bless your Honors a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise, 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes, 

That haunt St J amies ! 
Your humble Poet sings an' prays 

While Rah his name is. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



LET half-starv'd slaves in warmer skie* 
See future wines, rieh clust'ring, rise ; 
Their lot atild Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blythe and frisky, % . 
She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 

Tak äff their Whisky. 

What tho* their Phcebus kinder warms, 
White fragrance blooms and beauty charms ! 
When wretches ränge, in famish'd swarms, 
The scented groves, 
Or honnded forth, dishonor arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gunfs a bürden on their shouther ; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther ; 
Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swither 

To stan' or rin, 
Till skelp — a ßhot — the/re äff, a' throwther, 

To save their skin. 
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Bat bring a Seotumaa frae bis hiD, 
Clap in bis check a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal Georg?* will, 

An' there's the foe, 
He has nae thooght bot bow to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae canld, faint-hearted doobtings tease bim ; 
Death comes, wi* fearles» eye be sees bim ; 
Wi' bltüdy band a welcome gies bim ; 

An* wben be fa's, 
His tatest draugbt o' breathin lea'es bim 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages tbeir solemn een may steek, 
An* raise a philosophic reek, 
An* physically causes seek, 

In clime and season ; 
But teil me TFkiiiy 9 * name in Greek, 

111 teil the reason. 

Scotland, my auld, respected Mither ! 
Tho' whiles ye moistify your leather, 
Till wbare ye sit, oa craps o' heather, 
Ye tine your dam ; 
Freedom and JVhisty gang thegither ! 

Tak äff your dram ! 
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THE HOLY FAIR*. 



A robe of seeming truth and trust 

Hid crafty Observation ; 
And secret hang, witli poison'd crust, 

The dirk of Defamation* 
A mask that like the^gorget show'd, 

Dy«-varving bn the pigeon ; 4 

And.for 4 mäntlfe large and broad, 

He wrapthim in Religion. < 

, . . . Hypocvisy a-la-modt. 



UPON a simmer Sunday mörn, 

When Natnre*s1 face is fair, 
I walked forth toViöw Öie com, 
- An' snuff,theAcallei*ätr, 
The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi' glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirplin down the fürs, 

The lav'rocks they were chantin 

Fu' sweet that day. 

* Holy Fair is a common pbrase in the West of .Scotland far 
t sacramental occasion. 

Vol. I. E 
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IL 

As ligbt*omelv I glowr'd abroad. 

To §ee a scene sae gay t 
Tbree Ifizzies, earlv at the road, 

Cam skelpin up the way ; 
Twa bad manteeles o' dolefu' hlack, 

But ane wi' lyart lining ; 
The third, that gaed a-wee a-back» 

Was in tbe fashion shining, 

Fu' gay that day. 

IIL 

The twa appearM Üke sisters twin, 

In feature, form an' claes ! 
Tbcir visage, witherM, lang an' thin, 

An' sour as ony slaes : 
1fhc third cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lambie, 
An' wi* a curchie low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 

IV. 

Wi' bonnet äff, quoth I, •* Sweet lass, 
* I think yo seem to ken me ; 

4 l'm eure l've seen that bonnie face, 
4 But yct I canna name ye.' 
ö 
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Quo' she, an* laughin as sbe spak, 
An'taks me by the hands, 

* Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

' Of a' the ten commands 

' A screed aome day. 

y. 

* My name is Fun — your cronie dear, 
4 The nearest friend ye hae ; * 

* An' this is Superstition here, 

' An' that's Hypocrisy. 

* I'mgaun to •**•••••• Hoty Fair 9 

1 To spend an hour in daffin : 
' Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl'd pair, 
1 We will get famous laughin 

1 At them this day/ 

VI. 

Quoth I, < With a' my heart, I'll do't ; 
1 ril get my Sunda/s sark on, 

* An' meet you on the holy spot ; 

1 Faith we'se hae iine remarkin ! f 
Then I gaed harne at crowdie-time 

An' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 
Wi' monie a wearie body, 

In droves that day. 
B2 
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VII. 

Here farmprs gash, in ridin graith 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies young, in braw braid-claith ' 

Are springin o'er tbe gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

In silks an' scarlets glitter ; 
Wi' sweet-milk ckee9c y in raonie a whang, 

An farls bak'd wi' butter 

fV cruinp that day. 

VIII. 
When by the plate we set our noee, 
„ Weel heaped up *wi' ha'peace, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An' we raaun draw oar tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show, 
On ev'ry side they're gathrin, 
Some carrying daled, 8ome chairs an' stoois, 
An' sooie are busy biethrin 

Right loud that day« 

IX, 

Here Stands a shed to fend the «how'rs, 
An' bcreeu our countra Gentry, 

1 here, racer Jess, an* twa-three wh — res, 
Are blinkin at ibe entry. 
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Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck, 
An' there a batch o wabster lads, 

Blackguarding frae K ck 

For ßm this day. 

X. 

Here some are thinkin on their sins, 

An' some upo' their claes; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays : 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screwM up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watcb, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs -that day. 

XI. 

O happy is that man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He sweetly does compose him ; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's loof upon her bosom 

Unkend that day. 
e3 
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XII. 

Now a* the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation ; 
For ••••*• speels the holy door, 

Wi tidings o' d-mn-t— n. 
Should Hörnte, as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o' G — present him, 
The vera sight o' • ••••'s face, 

To's ain het harne had sent him 

Wi' frighj that day. 

XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points o* faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thunipin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampin an' he's jumpin ! 
Ilis lengthen'd chin, his turn'd-up snout, 

His eldritch squeel" and gestures, 
O how they fire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plasters* 

On sie a day ! 

XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has changM its voiee ; 

There's peace an' rest nae langer : 
For a' the real judges rise, 

They canna sit for anger. 



CtflllFLY SCOTTISH. *$ 

***** opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals; 
An' äff the godly pour in thrangs, 

To gie the jars an' barreis 

"A lift that day. 

XV. 

What signifies his barren shine, 

Of moral pow'r» and reason ? 
His English style, an' gesture fine, 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antonihe, 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he does define, 

Bnt ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comes an Antidote 

Against sie poison'd nostrum ; 
For *•*****, frae tbe water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — , 

An' meek an' mim has. view'd it, • » ■ 

While Common-Sense has ta'eti the'road, 

Ali äff, an' up the Cowgote*, 

Fast, fast, that day. 

* A street so called, which faces the tent in ■ 
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XVII. 
Wee • •••••, niest, the Guard relieves,. 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart be weel believes, 

An' thinks it auld wives' fehles : 
But, faith the birkie wants a Manse, 

So, cannily be bums tbem ; 
Altho' his carnal wit an' sense 

Like hafflins-ways o'ercomes bim 

At times that däy. 

XVIII. 

Now butt an' ben, the Change-house fills, 

Wi' yill-caup Commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills, 

An' there the pint stowp clatters ; 
While thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi' Scripture, 
They raise a din, that, in the end, 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wratb that day. 

XIX. 

Leeze me on Drink ! it gies us mair 
Than either School or College : 

It kindles wit, it waukens lair, 
It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 
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Be't whisky gill, or peiaiy wheep, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never fails, 011 drinking deep, 

To kittle up our noticn 

By night or day. 

XX. 

The lads an' lasscs, blythely bent 

To mind baith saul an' body, 
Sit round the table, weel content, 

An' steer about the toddy. 
On this ane's dresu, an' that ane^B lcuk, 
> They're making obserxations; 
While 8ome are cozie i' the «euk, 

An' formin assignationB 

To meet »ome day« s 

XXL 

But now the L— d's aao trumpet touts, 

Till a' the hüls are rairin, 
An' echoes back return the shouts : 

Black **•*•* ig na spairin: 
His piercing words, Hke Highlan swords, 

Divide the Joint» an' marrow ; 
His talk o' H-ll, where devHs dwell 9 

Our vera sauls doe» harrow * 

Wi' fright that day. 
* Shakespeare^ Hamlet. 
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XXII. 

A vast, unbottom'd, boundless pit, 

Fill'd fou o' lowin brunstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin heat, 

Wad melt the hardest whun-staue ! 
The half asleep Start up wi' fear, 

An' think they hear it roarin, 
When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neebor snorin 

Asleep that day. 

XXIII. 

Twad be owre lang a tale, to teil 

How monie stories past, 
An' how they crouded to the yill, 

When they were a' dismist : 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the furms an* benches ; 
An 9 cheesfe an' bread, frae women'e laps, 

Was dealt about in lunches, 

An' dawds that day* 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 

The lasses they are shyer. 
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The auld Guidmen, about the gracc, 

Frae side to side they bother, 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gi'es them't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

. xxy. ." . . 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to say.a grace* 
. Or melvie his braw claithing ! 
O wives, be mindfu', ance yoursel, 

How bonie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 

Let lasses be afFronted 

On sie a day ! 

XXVI. 

Now Clinkumbelly wi' ratüin tow, 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger home, the best they dow, 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith and hope, an' love an' drink, 

The/re a' in famous tun«, 

For crack that day. 
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XXVIL 

How monie hearte tbis day coirterts 
, O' sinners and o' lasses ! 

Their hearts ö' staue gin night, are gane, 

As saft; as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine ; 

There's some are fbu cf brandy ; 
An' mo&ie Job* tbat day begin, 
- May end in Hb*ghmagandie 

v' Some übtr day.. 



CHI&FLY SCOTTIftM. 4# 



DEATB A&D DOCTOR HORNBOÖK. 

A TRUE STOUY. 
\ 

SOME books are lies frae end to end> 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Ministers they hae been kenn'd, 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

But this that I am gaun to teil, 
Which lately on a night befel, 
Is just as true's the DeiFs in h — 11 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

'S a muckle pity. 

The Ciachan yill had made me canty, 
I was na fou, but just had plenty ; 
I stacber'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 
To free the ditches ; 
An' hillocki, stanes, an' bushes, kenn'd ay 
, Frae ghaists an' witches. 
Vol. I. F 
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The rising moon began to glowr 
The distant Cumnock hüls out-owre : 
To.count her horns, wi' a' my Bpw'r, , 

I set mysel ; 
But whether -she had three or foür, 

I cou'd na teil. 

I was come round ab out the hill, 
Arid todlin down on Willie's mill, 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill, 

To keep me sicker ; 
Tho' leeward whyles^ against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' So?nctIting did forgatker, 

That put me in an eerie swither ; 

An awfu' scytbe, out-owre ae shoüther, 

Clear-dattgling, hang; 
A three-tae'd leister oa the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its stature seem'd lang Soetch ells twa> 
The queerest shape tkat e'er I saw, 
For fient a warne it had ava ; 

And then its shanks, 
They were aß tihin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 
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« Guid-een* quo* I ; * Fricnd ! hae ye been mawin, 
4 When ither folk are busy sawiu* ?' 
It seem'd to raak a kind o' stau', 

But naething spak ; 
At length, says I, * Friend, whare ye gauu, 

* Will ye go back ? ' 

It spak right howe,-~' My name is Deatk> 
< But be na' fley'd/— Quoth I, < Guid faith, 
' Ye're inay be come to stap niy breath ; 

* But teilt me billie ; 

* I red ye weel, Utk care o' skailh, 

' See thert/s ~a gully ! ' 

' Gudeman,' quo' he, 4 put up your whittle, 

* Fm no design'd to try its mettle ; 
' But if I did, I wad be kittle 

< To be mislear'd, 
' I wad na mind it, no that spittle 

* Out-owre my beard/ 



• Thii rencounter b&ppened in seed-tiaie, 1786. 
f * 
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* Weel, weel!' says I, ' a bargain be't; 

' Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gree't ; 
' We'll ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

< Come, gies your news ; 
' This whilc* ye hae been mony a gate 

1 At mony a house.* 

* Ay, ay ! quo* he, an' shook bis head, 
' lt's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

' Sin I began to nick the thread, 

' An' choke the breath : 

1 Folk maun do soniething for their bread, 
4 An' sae maun Vcath. 

t Sax thousand years are near hand fled 
< Sin' I was to the butching bred, 

* An' mony a scheine in vain's been laid, 

* To stap or scar me ; 

* Till ane Hornbook'sf ta'en up the trade, 

* An' faith, he'll waur me. 

* An epidemical fever was then raging in that country. 
^t This gentleman, Dr. Hornbook, is, professionally» a brothe 
the sovereign Order o( the Ferula ; but, by iutuition and U 
ration, is at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, and Physician, 
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* Ye ken Jock tfornbook, i' the Ciachan, t - 
4 Deil mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan! 

* He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Buchan * 

* An' ither chaps, 

' The weans haud out their fingers laughin 

* And pouk my hips. 

4 See, bere's a scythe, and there's a dart, 
' They hae pierc'd mony a gallaut heart \ 

* But Doctor Hombookj wi* bis art 

4 And cursed skill, 
' Has raade them baith no wortb a f-r-t, 

« Damn'd baet they'll kill. 

1 Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 
f I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

* Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundred's slain; 

' But deil-ma-care, 

* It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

* But did nae mair. 

* Uornbook was by, wi' ready art, 

* And bad sae fortify'd the part> 

4 That when I looked to my dart, 

' It was ^ae blunt, 
1 Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

' Of a kail-runt. 

* Buchan's Domcstic Mediane. 
f3 
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i I drew my scytbe in sie a fury, 
i I nearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
' But yet the bauld Apothecary 

1 Withstood the shock ; 
. * I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

* O' hard whin rock. 

' Ev'n them he canha get attended, 

* Altho' their face he ne'er had'kend it, 
« Just in a kail-blade, and send it, 

* As soon he smells't, 

' Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 
' At once he tells't. 

' And then a doctor's-saws and whittles, 
4 Of sl dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
' A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles,. 

* He's sure to hae ; 
' Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

« As A B C. 

' Calces o' fossile, earth, and trees ; 
4 ^rue Sal-marinum o' the seas ; 

• T^he Farina of beans and pease, 

*. He has't in plenty; 
4 Aqua-foßtis, what you please, 

' He can content ye* 
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i Forbye some-new, uncommon weapons, " 

* Urinus Spiritus of capons ; \« 

' Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

' DistiH'd per se; 
< Sal-alkali o' Midge-taiKclippings, 

' And mony mae/ 

* Waes me for Johnny Ged's Hole* now/ 
_Quo' I, ' If that the news be true ! 

' His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew> 
' Sae white and bonie, 

' Nae doubt the/11 rive it-wi- the plew ; 
6 TheyTl ruin Johnk /' 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says, * Ye need na yoke the pleugh, 

* Kirkyards willsoon be till'd eneugh, 

' Tak ye nae fear : 
' TheyTl a' be trench'd wi' mony a sheugh 

* In twa-three year. 

' Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae death, 
' By loss o' blood or want of breath, 
1 This night Fm free to tak my aith, ' 

1 That Hombook's skill 
' Has clad a score i' their last claith, 

* By drap an' pill. 
' * The grave-digger. 



' An honest Wabster to hifr tjwle, 

< Whase wife's twa nievea. were scarce weel bred> 

' Gat tippence-^worth to mend her bead. 

4 Wben it- was sair ; 
' The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

' But ne'er spak mair. 

* A couhtra Laird had ta'en the batts, 

* Or some curmurring in his gut», 

* His only son for Hornbook sets, 

' An' pays him well. 
i The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 
' Was laird himsel. 

' A bonie lass, ye kend her name, 

' Some ilkbrewn drink had hov'd her warne ; 

* She trusts bersel, to hide the shäme, 

* In Hornbook' s care ; 
' Hörn sent her äff to her long harne, 

.' To hide it there. 

* That's just a swatch o' H&rnbook's way ; 
i Thus goes he on /rom day to day, 

' Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

* An'g weel paid for't ; 
' Yet gtops me o' my lawfu' prey, 

* Wi' his d-mn'd dirt : 
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4 But, hark ! I'U teil you of a plot, 

* Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 

* 1*11 nail the self-conceited Sot, 

' As dead's a hertin : 

* Niest time we meet, PH wad a groat, 

' He gets his fairin ! ' 

But just as be began to teil, 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Somc wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Wbich rais'd us baitb : 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel, 

And sae did Dcath* 
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TUE BRIGS OF AYR. 



A POEM, 



Iiiscribed to J. B*********; Esq. Ayr. 



THE simple Bard, rough at the rustic plougb, . 

Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough ; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, inthegreen thorn bush 

The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill, 

Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whistling o'er the hill ; 

Shall he, nurst in the Peasanf s lowly shed, 

To hardy Independence bravely bred, 

By early Poverly to hardship steel'd, 

And train'd to arms in stera Misfortune's field, 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric close, 

With all the venal soul of dedicating Prose ? 
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No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throw* his hand uncouthly o'er the st rings, 
He glows with all the »pirit ©f the Bard, 
Farne, honest tarne, his great, his dear reward. 
Still, if some Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 
Skill'd ki the secret> to bestow with grace ; 
Wheii B********* befriends his humble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 
With heartfelt throes his grateral bosom swells, 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 



Twas when the Stacks get 01» thehr winter-hap, 
And thack and rape secure the toilt-woffn crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are sauggedup fra.skaith 
Of comrog Winter*» bitiög, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejöteiiig o'er their suramsr toite». 
Uamuttber'd buds an' flow'irs' deikknis spoil%.\ ; 
Seal'd up with frugal care in masBivel waxen piles, 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant b'ci* the weak, 
The death ©' devils snioor'd wi' briitistone r-eek : 
The thuWderkig guns are foeard on ev'ry aide, 
The wounded coTeys,, reeling, scatter wide>, 
Tbe feather'd &eld-mate$, bound by Nature's tie, 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
(What warm, poetic heart but inly bieeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds !) 



i 
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Nae mm the flow'r in field or meadow .springt ;\ 
Nae mair.tkegrove with aiiyjconcert rings* -^-i =•• j 
Except perhap* the Röbin^-yriustliBg glee, ?-t» **\ 
Proud o'*the beight o'» some bit halfrlang öreo» r- •• - 
The hoary naorns precede the sunnyvdays,:.. u ^ 
Mild, calm, serene, wide-spreads the nop£-*ide< Wase, 
While thick the gossamour wave* ^antortin the raj*. 
Twas in tbat season, wfcen a simple tard,*i J . * ,» 
Unknown^gnd -poor, &n»pücity'$ reward, - A z:.\- 
Ae night, witbfenthe anrienthrugh oiApr; . >v 
By whom inspir d, or haply prest v/i' oare, o 
He left hie bed, and took bis way ward rout, 
And down by Simpsons * wheeFd the left about : 
(Whether impell'd by all-directing fate, 
To witqess what ! after «ball narrate ; . i 

Or whether, rapt in meditotipn high, 
He wander'd out he knew not whare nor rtvhy :) . \ 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock -f had numbftrVJ two,» -"' 
And WfUloce Tow'r f had sworn thcfaflt.vw Igue : £ : 
*The tide-Bwoln Firth, with sullen somading rper» ^ 
Through tke still night dash'd hoarse. along fitattall 
All eise was hush'd as Natura'» ciosedeVt;: jeutt 
The silent moon shone high o'er tow'jr ai#ij;reft^/ il 
The chilfy frost, beneath the ^ilver beana, „ ■■ * „z / 
Crept gently-crusting, o'er the glittering Rtoreamr-r- 

.... - - • v" • .*/*' -.«".**,*... .*; 

* A noted tavera at the Auld Brigend. 

t The two' steeples. 
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When, lo ! on either band the lisfiüng Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is heard ; 
Two dusky forma dart thro' the midnight air. 
Swift äs the Gros * drives on the wheeling air, 
; Ane on th' Auld Brig bis airy shape uprearty 
The ither flutters ö'er the riwtg pkrs : . » 

Our warlock Rhyroer instantly descry'd 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr pretide, : 
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo of the sp'ritual folk ; 
Fays, Spankies, Kelpies, a', they can explain them, 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race, . '■-■ 

The Yery wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd as he wi'Time'had warstFd lang, 
Yet teüghry doure, he bade an uhcö bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw neweoat, . .": 

That he, at Ldu'oh, frae ane Adams, got; . ! 

In 's band five taper Stades as smooth 's a beati, 
Wr* virls and whirrygigums at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round with ätixious searchj 
Spying the time-worn 'fläws in evVy arch ; 
It chancVi his new-corae neebor toök his e'e, 
And e'en ä. vefd and angry heart had be ! 
Wi' thieveless sneer to see his niodisb mien, '« ■ 
He, down the water, gies hini this guideen -. — 

* Th« go»-bawk, er fatam. 
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AULD BRIG. 

I doubt na, frien', yell think y'ere hk sheep-shamlt, 
Ance ye were 8treekit o'er frae bank to bank 1 
Bat gin yc bc a brig as auld as me, 
Tho' faith that day, I doubt, ye'll never tee ;. 
There'll be, if tkat date come, 101 wad a boddk, 
Some fewer y* higmeleeries in your nodale. 



KBW BRIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye bat tbow your little 



Just mach about it wi' your scaaty i 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble vben they meot, 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane an' ttme» 
Compare wr* bonie Brigt o' modern time ? 
There's mcn o' taste wou'd tak the D*cat- $ti v *M % 
Tho' they sbould cast tbe vera sark and swim, 
Ere they would grate tbeir feelings wi* the Tiel? 
Of sie an ugly, Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD BRIG. - rs 

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi' windy )>ride! : . 
This mony a year I've Btood the flood an'" tade^ :- . 
And tho' wi' crazy eild Vm sahr fbrfaim, 
ril be-a Brig, when ye're a shapeless caiml <* Mi 

* AiiotwiSrtni>jw^ÄbovpAe Auld Brig. 
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Aß yet ye little ken about ,the matter, 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy,<lark, continued, a'-day rains, 
Wi* deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 
When from the hüls where Springs the brawling Q<nli 
Or stately Lugars mossy fountains boiV ' 

Or where the Greenock wind» his moorland coarse,- f 
Or haunted Garpal * draws his feeble sourcej 
Arous'd by blust'ring winds an Spotting thowes, 
In mony a torreut down bis sna-broo rowes ; 
\Vhile crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat, 
Sweep dams, an' milt», an' ferigs, a' to the gate; 
And from Glenbuck f, down to the Ratton-key Xf 
Auld Ayr is just one lepgthen'd^ tumbling sea ; 
Then down ye'll. hurl* deil not y* never rate ! ' 

And dash the gumlie jaupa up to the pouring tiktos. ■ 
A lesson aadly teaching, to your eost* 
That Architecttzre's noble art is lost ! 

NEW brig. 
Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must sa/t o't ! 
The L— d be thankit thät we've tint the gate o't ! 

* The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places in the 
West of Scotland, where, those fancy-scaring beings, known by the 
name of GhaUu, still continue pertinaciously to inhabit. 

t The sonree of the river Ayr. 

% A somiII landing place above the large key. 
G 2 
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Gaonu ghasdj,, ghaist-alhiring efüfices» 
Hanging witb threal'ning jot, like precipices ; 
CXcr arching, mouldv, gfoom-inspiring cotos, 
Scpporting roofe tantastic, stony groves : 
Window? and doors, in nameless scnlpture drest, 
With order, symmetry, or stmte unblest ; 
Fonns like some bedbun Statuary's dream, 
The crartl creations of mtsguided whim ; 
Forma migfat be worahipp'd oo tbe bended knee, 
And still tbe tccomd dwtmd comwmmd be free, 
Their likeiw»!» is not found on eartJl, in air, or sea, 
Mansions that would disgrace tbe building taste 
Of any mason reptile» bird or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited Monkish race, 
Of frosty maids forswom tbe dear embrace, 
Ox Cuife of latter times, wba held tbe notion 
That sullen gloom was Sterling true devotion; 
Fancies that our goid Brugh denies protection ! 
And soon may they expire> unblest with resurrection 

AÜLD BRIG. . 

O ye, my dear-remembei'd, ancient yealings, 
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings4 
Ye worthy Proteses, an' mony a Baliie, 
Wha in the paths o* righteousness did toil ay ; 
Ye dainty Deacons, an ye douce Conveetters, 
^o whom our moderns are but causey-cleanera ; 
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Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town; 
Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 
• Wha meekly gie your hur dies to the smitersi 

And (what would now be Strange) ye godly Wriitrs: 
A' ye douce folk Tve borne aboon the broo, 1 » :j 
Wefe ye but here, what would ye say or do ! 
How would your spirits groari in deep vexatiön, 
To see each melancholy alteration ; 
And agonizing, curse the time and place 
\When ye begat the base, degen'rate rac6;! ' ' ' ' 
/Na langer Reverend Men, their couritrjf's gfory, ' "' 
In piain braid Scots hold forth a piain bräiÜ story ! 
Nae lauger thrifty Citizens, an' douce, 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 
But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gent'ry, 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; 
Men, three-parts made by Taylors and by Barter*', 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gelar on 6* — -d nkw Brigs 
and Harbours ! 

NEW BRIG. 

• * 

Now haud you there ! for faith ye've said enouglv 
Apd inuckle mair than ye can mak to throtrgh, 
As for your Priesthood, I shall say but liltJle, : 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot Tight kittle : ' 

But, under favor o' your langer beard, ••'■.■' 

Abuse o' Magistrates might wcel be spar'cf t "' ' 

o 3 ■-...-:■• .j 
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To liken thein to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr> Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 

To mouth ' a Citizen/ a term o' scandal : 

Nae mair the Council waddles down the street, 

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 

Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an' raisins, 

Or gather'd lib'ral views in Bonds and Seisins. 

If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp, 

And would to Common-sense, for once betray'd them, 

Piain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them. 



What farther clishmaclaver might been said, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed, 
No man can teil ; but all before their sight, 
A fairy train appear*d in order bright : 
-Adown the glittering stream they featly danc'd ; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses glancM :- 
They footed o'er the wäVry glass so neat, 
The ihfänt ice scarce bent beneath their feet : 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung, ' 
And soul-ennobling Bards heroie ditties sung. 



r,-J 
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O had M'Lauchhm*, thairm-inspiring. Sagß, v ; 

Been there to hear this heayenly band engagg,, - . 

When throf his.dear Strathspeys they bore,with^ / 
Highland rage, .^ ,r:i?A 

Or when they Struck old Scotia's melting.ajrs, {l1 M;/ ^ 

The lover's rapturM joys or bleeding cares ; , x * 

How would bis Highland lug been nobler fiVd^ fi , : 
And eVn his matchless band withnner, touch inspir*d l. y 
Ko guess could teil what iiistnjmentappear'.d, JiC , i t? 
But all the soul of Music's seif wa^hea^if- = , n f~ ^. j f 
Hannonious concert rung in every part», . } ;, n . ;t/ . 
ÜVhile simple melody pour'd moving on the beart. .,, 

The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 
His manly leg with. garte r, tangle bound. > 

Kext came the loveliest pair in all the rin^ 
Sweet female beauty band in hand with Spring ; 
Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 
And Siuniner, with his fervid-beqzning eye : . 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing hörn, . . , 

ied yellow Autuinn wreath'd with nodding coro ; 
Then wintert time-bleach'd locks did hoary show, 
By Hospitality with cloüdless brow. 

• A well kaowii performer of Scottbb music 011 tbe violiiL 
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Hext folWd Gavage with bk martial stride, 
From vfcoe the IM wild woody cowrts mde ; 
Beneroleace, with müd, bemgnant mir, 
A female iörm, cane from the toWrs oiSimür - 
Lemming and Worth in eqaaJ measmnes rode 
From simple Cotrim, their long-loVd cbode * t 
Last,whrte-rob*d Peace, crown'd with m haste wn 
To rastic Agncnttorc did beyicath 
The broken iron instrumenta of death ; 
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kimi 
wrath: 
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TUE ORDINATION. 



For sense they litlle owe to Frugal Heav'n.— « 
To pleasc the Mob they hide tbe little given. 



I. 

KILMARNOCK Wabsters fidge an' claw 

An' pour your creeshie nations; 
An' ye vrha leatber rax an' draw, 

Of a' denominations ; 
Swith to tbe Laigh Kirk, ane an* a', 

An' there tak up your stations ; 
Then äff to B-gb—'s in a raw, 

An' pour divine libations 

For joy tbis day. 

II. 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o' b-U, 

Cam in \vi' Maggie Lauder * ; 
But O ****** * aft made her yell, 

An' R * * * * * sair misca'd her ; 

* Alluding to a scofüng ballad which was madc on the ad- 
mission of the late Reverend and worthy Mr. L. to the Laigh 
Äirk. 
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This day M< ******* takes the flau, 

And he's the boy will blaud her ! 
He'U clap a shangan on her tail, 

An* set the bäirns to däub her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

III. 

Mak haste au' turn king David owre, 

An' lilt wi* holy clangor ; 
O' double verse come gie us four, 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knavcs shall wrang her, 
For Heresy is in her pow'r, 

And gloriously she'll whang her 
Wi' pith this day. 

IV. 

Come let a proper text be read, 

An' touch it äff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Harn * leugh at bis Dad, 
Which made Canaan a niger ; 
- Or Phineas-f drove the murdering blade, 
Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporaht, the scauldin jad, 
Was like a bluidy tiger - 

F th' inn that day. 

* Genesis, cb. ix. vcr. 22. t Nürnberg jch«. ixv. xtt.i 

t Exodus, eh. iv. ver. 25. * 
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V. 

There, try his mettie on the creed. 

And bind him down wi' caution, 
Tbat Stipend is a carnal weed 

He takes but for the fashion; 
And gie him o'er the flock, to feed, 

And punish each tr-ansgression ; 
Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

Gie them sufficient threshin, 

Spare them na day. 

VI. : 

Nöw auld Kilmamock ooek thy tail, 

And toss thy hon» fu' caaty ; 
Nae mair thoult rowte out-owre thedalt,* 

Because thy pasture's scanty ; 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 
Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An* runts o' grace the» pick aaSd wale, *. 
No gi'cn by way o' dakity, ■■.•■., .' 

Bat üka day. i 

• * 
VII. 

Na mair by Babel'* ttream* WB *reff>; ■ .' 
To think upon ourJftoa; \-.. »1. «> 

And hing our fiddteftapto «le6£>, .-..*: *■:!/- 
Like balqr«clo«ts «fdryia : 
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Com«, scrcw the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep, 
And o'er Che thairras.be tryin; 

O, rane ! to see our elbucks wheep, 
An' a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' fast this day! 

VIII. , 

Lang Patronagc, wr* rod o' airn, 

Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin, 
As lately F-nw-ck, sair forfairn, 

Has proven to its ruin : 
Our Patron, honest man ! Glencairn, 

He saw mischief was brewin ; 
And like a godly elect bairn, 

He's waTd us out a true ane, 

And sound this day, 

IX. 
. Now R ***** * harangue nae mair, 

But steek your gab for ever : 
Qt try the wicked town of A* *, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on yöur lear, 

Ye raay commence a Shaver; l 
Or to the N-th-rt-n repair, 

And turn a Carpet-weaver 

Aff-aand this day. 



CHIEFLT 9C0TTISH. 73 

X. 

M * * * * * and you were just a match, 

We never had sie twa drönes : 
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Ktrk watch, 

Just like a winkin baudrons : 
And ay* he catch'd the tither wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast this day. 

XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She's swingein thro' the city ; 
Hark, how the nine-t'ail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty: 
There, Learning, with his Greekish face, 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common Sense is gaun, she says, 

To mak to Jatnie Beattic ' : J ' " 

Her plaint this dayV * r \* p 

m y"r 1) f > l 
XII ".•* : ' 

r 

But there's Morality himsel, 
Embracing all opinions ; ' w 

Hear, how he gies the tither yell, 
Between his twa compänions; 
Vol. I. H 
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See, how she peels the skin an* teil, 

As ane were peeiin oninns ! 
Now there— the/re packed äff to hell, 

And banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth tbis day. 

XIII. 
O happy day ! rejoiee. rejoiee ! 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter : 
M'******, R*****, aretheboys, 

That Heresy can torture ; 
The/11 gie her on a rape a hoyse, 

And cow her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

XIV. 
Come, bring the tither mutchkin in, 

And here's, for a conclusion, 
To every New Light * mother's son, 

From tbis time forth, Confusion : 
lf mair they deave us with tbeir din, 

Or Patronage intrusipn, 
We'll light a spunk, and, eVry skin, 

We'll rin tbem äff in fusion 

Like oil, some day. 

* New Light is a cant phrase, in the West of Scotland, w 
Ihose rcligious opinions which Dr. Taylor of Norwich ha* d* 
fended so strenuously. 
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TUE CA LR 



To tmk Kev. Mn. — — 

On liis Text, Mnlachi» eh. iv. \et> Q. " And they »hall go forth, 
" and gtow up, likc calvki of tho ttllli." 



R1GHT, Sir ! your text I'll prove it truc, 
Though Heretics may laugh ; 

For instance ; there's yoursel just now, 
God knows, an unco Calf! 

And should some Patron be so kind, 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find, 

Ye're still as great a Stirk, 

But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot, 
Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a Stot / 
h 2 
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Tho', when some kind, connubial Dear ? 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of horns. 

And in your lug, most reverend James, 
To hear you roar and rowte, 

Few men o' sense will doubt your claims 
To rank amang the nowte. 

And when ye're number'd wi' the dead, 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi' justice they may mark your head— 

* Here lies a famous Bulhck I' 
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ADDRESS TO TUE DEIL. 



Oh Prince ! Oh Chief of many throned Pow'r», 
That led the cmbattl'd Seraphim to war—'. 

Milton. 



O THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Mick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' sootie, 

Closed under hatchcs, 
Spairges about the brustane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches ! 

Hear md, auld Hängte, for a \Vee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 
Tm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 

E'n to a deily 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like mc, 
An' hear us squeel ! 
ii 3 
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Great is thy pow'r, an* great thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy hame, 

Thou travelsfar ; 
An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin Hon, 
For prey, a' holes an' corners tryin ; 
% Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 
Tirling the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin, 
Unseen thou lurks, 

J've heard my reverend Graunie say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld-ruin'd Castles, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 
Wi' eldritch croon. 

When twilight did iny Graunie summon, 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummin, 

Wi* eerie drone ; 
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 
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Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 
The stars shot down wi' sklentin light, 
Wi' you, mysel, I gat a frigbt, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, 

Wi 7 waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake, 
Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake, 
When wi* an eldritch stour, quaick— quaick— 

Amang the Springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

Let warlocks grim, an' wither'd hags, 
Teil how wi' you on ragweed nags, 
They skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 
Wi' wicked speed ; 
An4 in kirk-yards renew the^ir leagues, 
Owre howkit dead. 

Thence countra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For § oh ! the yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie's gaen 

Asyell'stbe.Bill. 
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Thence mystic knots mak great abose, 
On young Guidmen, fond, keen, an' crome ;. 
When the best wark-lome i* the houae, 

By cantrip wit, 
1s instant raade no worth a louse, 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord, 
Then Water-lulpUs haunt the töord, 

By your direction, 
An' nighted Travellers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 

An' aft your moss traversing Sputüdcs 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkies 

Delude his eyes, 
Till in soroe miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When Masons' mystic xvord an' grip, 
In storms an' tempests raise you up, 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop, 

Or, stränge to teil ! 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

Affstraught to hell ! 
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Lang syne, in Eden's bonie yard, 
Wlien youtbfu' lovers first were paird, 
An' all the soul of love they shar'd, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry sward, 

In shady bow'r : 

Then you, ye auld, snic-drawing dog ! 
Ye came to Paradise incog, 
An' play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa !) 
An' gied the infant warld a shod, 
'Malst ruin'd a\ 

D'ye mind that day, when in a bizz> 
W reekit duds, an' reestit gizz r 
Ye did present your smoutie phiz, 

'Mang better folk, 
An' sklented on the man of Uzz 

Your spitefu' joke r 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall, 
An* brak him out o' house an' hall, 
While scabs an* botches did him gall, 

Wi' bitter claw, 
An' lows'd his ill-tongu*d, wicked Scawl,- 

Was warst ava ? 
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But a' your doings to rehearse, 
Your wily snares an* fechtin fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael* did you pierce, 
Down to this time, 
Wag ding a' Lallan tongue, or Erse, 
In prose or rhyme. 

An* now, auld Cloots, I ken ye're thinkin. 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin, 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin, 

An' cheat you yet. 

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-bcn f 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken— * 

Still hae a stake — 
Pm wae'to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake ! 

• Vide MUton, Book VI. 
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THE 

DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF 
POOR MAILE, 

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE. 

* 

AN XXNCO BffOXTRNFU' TALE. 



AS Maile, an' her lambs thegither, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch : 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoc * he cam doytin by; 

Wi* glowrin een, an' lifted han's, 
Poor Hughoc like a statue stan's ; 
He saw her days were near-hand ended, 
But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it ! 

* A neibor he rd -call au. 
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He gaped wide, bat naethmg apak ; 
At length poor Mmlc süence bnk. 

* O, tboa, wbase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woefa* case ! 
My dpng words attenti ve hear, 
An' bear them to my Master dear, 

' Teil bim, if e'er again he keep, 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But cä* them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo ! 

* Teil him, he was a Master kin', 
An' ay was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him, 
My helplessr lambs I trust them wi' him. 

1 O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butcher's knives ! 
But gio them guid cow-milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to feiul themsel ; 
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An' tent tbem duly, e'en an' morn, 
Wi' teats o' hay an* rips o' corn. 

* An' may they never learn the gaets 
Of ither vile, wanrestfu' pets ! 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal, 
At Stacks o' pease, or Stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers : 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An' bairns greet for them when they're dead. 

' My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi* care ! 
An', if he live to be a beast, 
Vo pit some havins in his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name, 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots, 
Like ither mensless, graceless, brutes. 

1 An' niest my yotvic, silly thing, 
Gude keep the frae a tether string ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi' ouy blastit, moorland toop ; 
But ay keep mind to moop an mell, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thysel ! 

Vol. I. I 



4 And now, my bairns, wi' my last breath, 
I lea'e my blessin wf you bahh : 
An' when you think upo' your Mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane an it. her. 

' Now, honest Hugkoc, dinna fall 
To teil my Master a' my tale ; 
An' bid him burn this cursed tether, 
An', for thy pains, thoa'se get my blether.' 

This said, poor Meiüe turn'd her bead, 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 

LAMENT in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes ; 

Poor Mailie 's dead ! 
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Its no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : » 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear, 
In Mailie dead. 

Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him ; 
A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than Mailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense, 
An' could bebave hersei wi' mense : 
1*11 say't, she never brak a fence, 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 
Sin* Mailie's dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 
Her living image in her yowe, 
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 

For bits o* bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 
12 
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She was nae get o' moorland tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' bairy hips ; 
For ber forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed: 
A borÄer fleesh ne'er cross'd tbe clips 
Than Mailie* dead. 

Wae wortb the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie tbing— * rape £ 
It maks guid feüows girn an* gape, 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
An' Robin s bonnet wäre wi* crape, 
For Mailie dead. 

O a' ye bards on bonie JDoon ! 
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune i 
Come, join the melancholious croon 
O* Robin* s reed ! 
II is heart will never get aboon ! 

II is Mailie dead. 
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TO J. 5****. 



Friendship ! mysterious cement-of thft soul ! 

Sweet'ner of life, aad solder of society !. 

I owe thee nmch. 

Blair. 



DEAR S****, thesleest, paukie thief, 
That e'er attempted steälth or rief, 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef Tf0 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an' moon, 
And eVry star that blinks aboon, 
YeVe cost me twenty pair o* shoon 

Just gaun to see you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen Fm wi' you. 
13 
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That auld capricious carlin, nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
She's turn d you off, a human creatorc 

On her ßrst plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

She's wrote, tke Mß** 

Jast now I've taen the fit o' rhyme, 
My barmie noddle's working prime 
My fancy yerkit up sublime 

Wi' hasty summon : 
Hae ye aleisure-momenf s time 

To hear what's comin ? 

Some rhyme, a neebor's name to lash; 
Some rhyme (vain thought !) for needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyftie to court the countra clash, - 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an am I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun- 

The star that mies my luckless lot, 
Ha? fated me the russet coat, 
"An' damn'd my fortane to the groat ; 

But in requit, 
Has blest me vrV a random shot 

(y countra wit* 
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This while my notion's taen a sklent, 
To try my fate?in guid, black prent; 
"But still the mair Pm that way bent, ' • 

Something cries, ' Hoolie ! 
1 I red you, honest man, tak tent 1 

& f ' Ye'll sbaw your falry. 

' There's ither poets, much your betten, 
' Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 

* Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors, 

1 A' future ages ; 

* Now moths deform in shapeless tetters, 

1 Their unknown pages/ 

Then farewel hopes o' laurel-boughs, • 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth Fll rove where busy plougjis 

Are whistling thrang, 
An' teach the lanely heighta an' howes . > 

My rustic sang. 

. 1*11 wander on, with tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ; .■ * 

Xhen, all unknown, 
1*11 lay me with th' inglorious dead, , ;> , ; 

Forgot. and gone ! 
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But why o' death begin a tale ? 
Just now we're living sound and bale r 
Then top and maintop croud the sail, 

Heave cäre o'er aide ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale, 

Let's tak the tide. 

This life, sae far's I widerstand, 
Is a' enchanted fairy land, 
Where pleasure is the magic wand, -7ir _ , 

Xbat, wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand, 
Dance by fu' light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield ; 
For, ance that five-an'-fbrty's speel'd, 
See crazy, weary, joyless eild, 

Wi' wrinkl'd face, 
Comes hostin, hirplin owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 

When ance lifc's day draws near the gloamin, 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin ; 
An' fareweel chearfu' tankards foamin, 
An' social noise ; 
- An* fareweel deari deluding vornan, 
The joy of joys! 
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O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning, 
^Young Fancy's rays the hüls adorning ! 
Cold-pausing caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
Like school-boys, at th' expected warning, 
To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 
We eye the rose upon the brier,, 
Unmindful that the thorn is near, 

Among the leaves; 
And tho' the puny wound appear, 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry Spot, 
forwhich they never toil'd nor swat; 
They drink the sweet and eat the fat, 

But care or pain ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim, some fortune chase ; 
Keen hope does ev'ry sinew brace ; 
Thro fair, thro* foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey : 
Then canie, in some cozie place, 

They close the day. 
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And others, like your humble servan', 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin, 

They zig-zag on ; 
Till curat with age, obscure an' starvin, 

They aften groan. 

Alas ! what bitter toil an' straining— 
But truce with peevish, poor complaining ! ' 
Is fortune's fickle Lima waning ? 

E'eu let her gang f 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 

Letfs sing our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door, 
And kneel, ' Ye Pow'rs ! ' and warm implore, 
' Tho* I should wander terra o'er, 

' In all her climei , 
' Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

' Ay rowth o* rhymes. 

' Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds, 
' Till icicles hing frae their beards; 
* Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards, 

' And maids of honour ; 
' And yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

* Until they sconner. 
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* A title, Dempsttr merits it ; 
' A garter gie to Wiük Pitt; 
« Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit, 

* In cent. per cent. 
' But give me real, Sterling wit, 

* And I'm content. 

' While ye afe pieas'd to keep me hale, 

* \'\\ sit down o'er my scanty meal, 

* Be't water-brosc, or musimrkaü, 

6 Wi' ch^arfu' face, 

* As lang's the muses dinna fall 

' To say the grace/ 

An anxious e'e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose ; 
I jouk beneath miafbrtune's blows 

As weeTs I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rbyme away. 

O ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar'd wi' you— O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

How much unlike ! 
Vour hearts are just a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke ! 
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Nae hair-brain'd, sentimental traces 
In your unletter'd, nameless faces ! 
In ariosö triils and graces 

Ye never stray, 
But gravissimo, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye/re wise ; 
Nae ferly tho' ye do despise 
The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys, 

The rattlin squad : 
f see you upward cast your eyes — 

— Ye ken the road.«— 

Whilst I — but I shall haud me there^ — 
Wi' you ril scarce gang <my where — 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi 1 Tau to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 
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A DREAM. 



Thoughts, words, and deeds, the Statute blames with reason $ 
But surefy dreams were ne'er indicted trcason. 



[On reading, in the public papers, the Zaureafs Ode, with the 
other parade of June 4, 1786, the author was no sooner 
dropt asleep, than he imagined himself transported to the 

' birth-day levee ; and, in his dreaming fancy, made the fol- 
lowing Address.] 



I. 

GUID-MORNIN to your Majesty ! 

May heav*n augment your blisses, 
On e\'ry new birth-day ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 
My bardship here, at your levee, 

On sie a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 
Vol. I. K 
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II. 

I see ye're complimented thrang, 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
' God save the king ! ' 's a cuckoo sang 

That's unco easy said ay ; 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi* rhymes weel-turn'd and ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang, 

But ay unerring steady, 

Qa sie a day. 

, III. 

For nie ! before a monarch's face, 

Ev*n tliere I winna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor place, - 

Am I your humble debtor : 

So, nae reflection on your grace, 

* Your kingship to bespatter ; 

There's monie waur been o' the race, 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than you this day. 

IV. 

'Tis very true, my soVreign king, 
My skill may weel be doubted : 

But facts are cheels that winna ding, 
An' downa be dispüted : 
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Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 

I© e'en right reft an' clouted, 
And now the third pari of the string, 

An* less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 

V. 

Far bc't fran mc tliat I aspire 

To blume your legUlation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation ! 
But, faith ! I muckle doubt, my Sire, 

Ye've trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better fill'd their Station 

Than courts yon day. 

VI. 

And now ye've gien auld Britain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaister ; 
Your sair taxation dqes her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester ; 
For me, thanl$ God, my life 's a lease, 

Nae bargain wearing faster, 
Or, faith ! I fear, that, wi' the geese^ 

I shortly boost to pasture 

I' the craft some day. 
K 2 
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VII. 
i'm no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes Ke enlarges, 
(An JFt/Ts a true guid fallow's get, 

A name not envy spairges,) 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

An* lessen a* your charges ; 
But, G-d-sake ! let na sacing-fit 

Abridge your bonie barges 

An' boats this day. 

VIII. 

Adieu, my Liege ! may freedom geck 

Beneath your high protection ; 
An' may ye rax corruption's neck, 

And gie her fbr dissection ! 
But since I'm here, I'll no neglect, 

In loyal, true affection, 
To pay your Queen, with due respect, 

My fealty an' subjectioii 

This great birth-day. 

IX. 

Hail, Majesty Most Excellent ! 

While nobles strive to please ye, 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye ? 



CHIEFLT SCOTflSH. 1ÖI 

Thae bonie bairntime, HeaVn has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze ye 
In bliss, tiH fate some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

X. 

For you, young potentate o' W , 

1 teil your Higkness fairly, * 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

Fm tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

An' curse your folly sairly, 
That e'er ye brak Diana'* pales, 

Or rattl'd dice wi' Charlie, 

By night or day. 

XL 

Yet aft a ragged cowte's been known 

To mak a noble aiver ; 
So ye may doucely fill a throne, 

For a' their clish-ma-claver : 
There, hkn # at Agincourt -wha shone, 

Few bettar v/ere or braver ; 
And yet, wi''funny, queer Sir Jahnf, 

He was an uhco shaver 

For monie a day. 

* King Henry V. ' t Sir John Falstaff ; vide Sbakspeafc. : 

k3 
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XIL 

Tat jw, BT^Et re^flsad O ■ , 

Altbo* & r&bdua at jxwax img 

Wad beea & dies* compEettr : 
As ye df$ovi» yoo pacghtr dog 

Thal bears tbe keys ot Peter, 
Theo» swith ! an' get a wife to hug, 

Or, trouth ! yeTl stein die mitre 

Some lcckless day. 

XIII. 
Voung, royal Tarry Brecks, I learn, 

Ye'se lately come athwart her ; 
A glorious galley *, stem an' stern, 

Weel rigg'd for Fem»' harter ; 
But first hang out, that shell discern, 

Your hymeneal Charter, 
Then heave aboard your grapple airn, 

An', large upo' her quarter, 

Come füll that day. 

XIV. #T ' 

Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a', . -J ~; 

Ye royal lasse« dainty, C^* r • ■ • 

Heav'n mak you guid ^s weel as braw, ^4*^ 5 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 

• AJlttding to tbe newspeper account of a certaia royal saüert 
«nour. 
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But sneer na British boys awa', 

For kings are uncp scant ay ; 
An' German gentles are but sma\ 

They're better just than want ay 
On onie day. 

XV. 

God bless you a' ! cpnsider now, 

Your unco muckle dautet; 
But ere the course o' life be through, 

It may be bitter sautet : 
An' I hae seen their coggie fou, ■ ' 

That yet hae tarrow^t at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu' clean that day. 



j&k wnaRt Maas: 



tsz ri + roy. 



:tij iti.« 



Ar/ L«*r <i maukln. taen cer waj 

Tö käil-yares gjccn. 

Wh*!* z&izLlesa *zL2.wi ilk *&e? actray 

WLire *Le ha» beeo. 

Th^ ihrtth^r's Tve&ry Jim gim-trec 
Tb* l#;f;-lang day had t;red me ; 
And whan the day had clos'd his e'e, 

Far i' the west, 
Ben i' the Apencc, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 



# Ihitin, n trrtti of O^inn'» for the difFercnt divisions of a 
fligrrMivt' )iortii. 8rc his Cath-Loda, vol. ii. of M'Pherson's 

1 1 M|»*»JnUoil. 
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There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That fiird, wi' hoast-provoking smeek, 

The auld clay biggin ; 
An' heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time, 
How I had spent my youthfu prime, 

An' done nae-thing, 
But stringin blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools \o sing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or strutted in a bank an' clarkit 

My cash-account : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th* amount. 

I started, mutt'ring, blackhead ! coof! 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof, 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 
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VThen dick ! the string the snick did dra\v : 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my iogle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie, braw, 

Come füll in stght. 

Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-fonnd, was crusht; 
I glowr'd aa eerie's Yd been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
Whea sweet, like modest worth, she blasbt, 

And stepped ben. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu', round her brows, 
I took her for some Scottük Muse, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd soon been broken. 

A ' hair-brain'd, sentimental trace* 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone füll upon her ; 
Her eye, ev'n tum'd on empty Space, 

Beem'd keen with honor. 
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Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen, 
'Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my'bonie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
.Sae straught, sae taper, tight and-clean, 

Nane eise came near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lighfs and skades, bold-mingling, threw 
A lustre grand ; 
. And seem'd to my astonish'd view, 
A well known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost: 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast, 

With surging foam; 
There, distant shone art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dorne. 

Here, Doon pour'd down his far-fetched floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods, 

t On to the shore ; 

And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

WitK seeming roar. 
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Low, in a sandy valley spread, 
An ancient borovgh rear'd her head ; 
Still, as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a race, 
To ev'ry nobler virtue bred, 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tow'r or palace fair, 
Or ruins pendent in the air, 
Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern ; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare, 

Wijh feature stern. 

My heart did glowjng transport feel,. 
To see a race* heroic wheel, 
And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reei 

Their suthron foes. 

HisCouNXRY's Saviour**, mark kim well 
Bold Richardton' sf> beroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark % who glorious feil, 
In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 
His native land. 

* The Wallaces. •• William Wallace. 
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There, where a sceptr'd Pictish shade § 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldier-featur'd^ undismay'd 

v They strode along. 

Thro* many a wild, romantic grove *, 
Near many a bermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love, 

In musing mood) 
An aged Judge, I saw him rovc, 

Dispensing good. 

t Adam Wallace, of Richardton, couzin to the immortal pre- 
scrver of Scottish indcpendence. 

J Wallace, Laird of Craigie, who was second in command, 
linder Douglas Earl of Ormond» at the famous battle on tlie 
banks of Sark, fought anno 1448. That glorious victory was 
principally owing to the judicious conduct and intrepid valour 
of the gallant Laird of Craigie, who died of his wounds after 
tlie action. 

$ Coilus, king of the Picts, from whom the district of Kyle 
is said to take its name, lies buried, as tradition says, near the 
family-seatof the Montgomeries of Coii's-field, where his burial- 
place is still shown. 

* Barskimming, the seat of the Lord Justice-Clerk. 
Vol. I. V L 
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With deep-struck reverential awe * 
The learned sire and son I saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore, 
This, all its source and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's brave ward f I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scottös smiling eye ; 
Who call'd on fame, low Standing by, 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot-name on high 

And hero shone. 



* Catrine, the seat of the late doctor, and present professo 
Stewart. , 

t Colonel Fullarton. 
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DUAN SECOND. 

WITH musing-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the heav'nly-seemingyair; 
A whisp'ring throb did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet, 
YVhen with an eider sister's air 

She did me greet. 

1 All hail ! my own inspired bard ! 
1 In me thy native muse regard ! 
1 Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

* Thus poorly low ! 
1 I come to give thee such reward 

% ' ■ l As we bestow. 

1 Know the great gcnUuof this laud 
1 Has many a light, aerial band, 

* Who, all beneath his high command, 

* Harmoniously, 

* As arts or arms they understand, 

' Their labours ply. 

* They Scotia's race among them share ; 
c Some fire the soldier on to dare j 

* Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

* Corruption's heart : 
1 Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

< The tuneful art. 

L 2 
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* 'Mong swelling floods of reeking göre, 
' They ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 
4 Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar, 

c They, sightless, stand, 

* To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

' And grace the hand. 

« And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
1 Charm or instruct the future age, 
' They bind the wild poetic rage 

* In energy, 

' Or point the inconclusive page 

' Füll on the eye. , 

1 Hence Fullarton, the brave and young ; 
1 Hence Dempster's zea^-inspired tongue ^ 
' Hence, sweet harmoiiious Beattie sung 

< His"Minstrellays;' ; 
'* Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

' The sceptic's bays. 

' To lower Orders are assign'd 

* The humbler ranks of Human-kind, 

* The rustic Bard, the lab'ring Hind, 

' The Artisan; 
1 All chuse, as various they're inclin'd, 

* The various man. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. - 113 

* Whenyellow waves the heavy grain, 

* The threat'ning storm some r strongly, rein; 
' Some teach to meliorate the piain, . 

« With tillage-skill; 
' And some instruct the shepherd-train, 
1 Blythe c/er the hill. 

' Some hint the lover's harmless wile ; 

* Some grace the maiden's artless smile; 
i Some soothe the lab'rer's weary toil, 

' For humble gains, 
' And make his cottage-scenes beguile 
' His cares and pains. 

' Some, bounded to a district-spaGfc, ■' • ' 
' Explore at large man's infantra ? ce> '••:■".' l 
' To mark the embryotic trace 

* Of rustic Bard; 

4 And careful note eäch op'ning grace, '. * 

1 A guide and guard. 

' Ofthese am I — Coila my name ; 

* And this district as mine I claim, 

1 Where once the Campbells, Chiefs of fame, 

* Held ruüng pow'r : 

* I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame, 

' Thy natal hour. 
l 3 
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' With future hope, I oft would gaze, 

* Fond,on thy little early ways, 

* Tby rudely caroll'd, chiming phrase, 

1 In uncouth rhymes, 
' Fir*d at the simpler artless lays 

' Of 9ther times. 

' I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
' Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
' Or when the north his fleecy störe 

* Drove thro' the sky, 
' I saw grim nature's visage hoar 

' Struck thy young eye. 

1 Ör wh,en. the deep green-mantl'd earth 

* Warm che^isji'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 

* And joyand mu$ic pouring forth 

;". ' '/In ev'ry grove, 
1 I saw thee eye the.-gen'ral mirth 

. * itVith boundless love. 

* When ripen'd fields, and azure skies, 
' CalFd forth the reaper's rüstling noise, 
' I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 
' And lonely stalk, 
1 To vent tby bosom's swelling rise 
. ' In pehsiye walk. 
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* When youthful love, warm-blushing, sjrong, 

* Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along, 

4 Those accents, grateful to thy tongue> 

* Th' adored Name, 

* I taught thee how to pour in song, 

* To soothe thy flame. 

* I saw thy pulse's» maddening play, 

* Wild send thee pleasure's devious way, 
1 Misled by fancy's meteor-ray, 

* By passion driven ; , 

* But yet the Ught that led astray 

* Was light from heaven. 

» 
' I taught thy manners-painting straios, 
' The loves, the ways of simple swains, 

* 'Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

* Thy fame extends ; 
1 And some, the pride of Coila's plains, 

' Become thy friends. 

* Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 

' To paint with Thomson'* landscape-glow ; 

* Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

* With Shenstone's art ; 
1 Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 

4 Warm on the heart. 
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1 Yet all beneath th' unrivall'd rose, 

* The lowly daisy sweetly blpws ; 

* ' Tho' large the forest's monarch tbrows 

* His army sbade, 

* Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows$ 

1 Adown the glade. , 

* Then never murmur nor repine ; 

* Strive, in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
' And trust me, not Potosi's mine, 

' Nor kings regard, 
1 Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

* A rmtic Eard. 

1 To give my counsels all in one, 

* Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
' Preserve the Dignity qfMan, 

6 With soul erect ; 
' And trust, the Universal Tlan 

6 Will all protect. 

' And wear thou this' — she soleinn said, 
And bound the Holly round my head : 
The polish'd leaves, and berries red^ 
Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 
In light away. 
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ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID, 



itlGIDLY ÄIGHTEOUS, 



My son, thcae maxims make a rule, 

And lump tbem ay thegither ; 
The Rigid Rightamt is a fool, 

The Rigid WUe anither : 
The cleanest com tbat e'er was dight 

May hae some pyles o' caff in ; 
So ne'er a fellow-creature slight 

For raudom fits o' daffin. 

Solomon.—Ecckt, chMuvcr. 16> 



I. 

O YE wha are sae guid yoursel, 

Sae pious and sae holy, 
Ye've nought to do but mark and teil 

Your neebour's fauts and folly ! 
Whase life is like a well-gaun mil], 

Supply'd with störe o' water, 
The heapet happer*s ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 
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II. 

Hear me, ye ,venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass douce wisdom's door 

For glaikit folly's portals ; 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 

Would here propone defences, 
Their don6ie tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

III. 
Ye see your state wi' theirs compar'd, 

And shudder at the niffer, 
But cast a moment's fair regard, 

What maks the mighty differ ? 
Discount what scant occasioa gave, 

That purity ye pride in, 
And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings must his veins convulse^ 

That still eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail,. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail> 

It maks an unco leeway« 
6 
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V.« 
See social life and glee sit down, 

All joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite transmugrify'd, they're grow» 

Debauchery and drinking : 
Oh, would they stay to calculäte 

Th' eternal consequencJes ; 
Or your more dreaded hell to State, 

D-mnation of expenses ! 

VI. 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces, 
Before ye gie -poorfrailty names, 

Suppose a change o' cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination-— 
But, let me whisper i' your lug, \ . 

Ye're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
TW they may gang a kennin wrang ; 

To step aside is human : 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving ivhy they do it : 
And just as lamely can ye mark, 

How far perhaps they rue it. 
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. VIII." 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try us, 
He knows eachchord — its various tone, 

Each spring— its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what's resisted. 
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TAM SJMSON'S* ELEGY. 

V 



An honest man 's the nobles! work of God. 

Pop€. 



HAS auld K* ******** seentheDeil? 
Or great M«*******t thrawn bis heel ! 
Or R*******j again grow weel, 

To preach an' read ? 
4 Na, waur than a' V cries ilka chiel, 

' Tarn Samson's dead ! 



* When this worthy old sportsman went out last moirfowl 
season, he supposed it was to be, in Ossian's phrase, ' the last 
of his fields;' and expressed an ardent wish to die and be 
buried in the muirs. On this hint the author composed his 
elegy and epitaph. 

t A certain pre acher, a great favourite with the million. 
Vide the Ordination, stanza II. 

$ Another preacher, an equal favourite with the few, who 
was at that time ailing. For him, see also the Ordination, 
stanza IX. 

V01.J. M 
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K* ******* * lang may grünt an' grane, 
An' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her lane, 
An' cleed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 

In mouroing weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tarn Samson 's dead ! 

The brethren of the mystic lecel 
May hing their head in wofu' bevel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the lodge an unco devel : 

Tarn Samson's dead! 

Wheh winter muffles up his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

\ Wi' gleesome speed, 

Wha will they Station at the cock 9 

Tarn Samson 's dead ? 

He was the king o' a* the core 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or up the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
But now he lags on death's hog-score, 

Tarn Samson 's dead ! 
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Now safe the stately sawmont sail, 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail, 
And eels well kea'd for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in death' sßsh-creel we wail 

Tam Samson dead ! 

Rejoice ye birring paitcicks a* ; 
Ye cootie nioorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukins, cöck your fud fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae ie now awa', 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 

That woefu' morn be ever mourn'd 
Saw him in shootin graith adorn'd, 
Wbile pointers round impatient burn'd, 
Frae couples freed ; 
But, Och ! he gaed and ne'er return'd ! 
Tam Samson 's dead ! 

In vain auld age his body batters ; 
In vain the gout his ancles fetters ; 
In vain the bums came down like waters, 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev^y auld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 
m2 
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Owre many a weary hag he limpit, 
An' ay the tither shot he thumpit, 
Till coward death behind him jumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide ; 
Now he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet, 
Tam Samson's dead 1 

Wien at his heart he feit the dagger, 
He reei'd his wwited bottle-swagger, 
But yet he drew.the mortal trigger 

Wi' weel-aim'd heed ; 
* L — d, five !' he cry*d, an* owre did stagger; 
Tam Samson's dead ! 

Ilk hoary hunter mourn'd a brither; 
Uk sportsman youth bemoan'd a father; 
Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather, 

Marks out his head, 
Whare Bvrns has wrote, in rhyming blether, 

Tam Santson 's dead / 

Ihere low he lies, in lasting rest; 
Perhaps upon his mould'ring breast 
Some spitefu' muirfowl bigs her nest> 

To hatch an* breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair he'll them molest ! 

Tam Samson's dead S 



CHIEF1Y SCOTTISH. 125 

When August winds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen. wander by yon grave, 
Three vollies let his mem'ry crave 

O' pouther an' lead, 
Till echo answer frae her cave, 

Tarn Samson 's dead i 

Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be ! 
Is the wish o' mony mae than me ; 
He had twa fauts, or may be three, 

Yet what remead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we : 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 



M 3 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Tax fcAMSov'6 weeV-wom clay here lies, 
Y<; caiitiug zealotfc, npare bim ! 

Jf hoiK.ift worth iu LeaveD rise, 
JV11 ixieud or ye wie nfcar bim. 



P£Ä CONTRA. 

Co, fatne, an' canter like a filly 
Tbro* a* tJbe «treete an' neuks o Küüe\ 
'fall ev^ry social, bonest büKe 

Tu cease bis grievin, 
For yet, uofkaiüi'd by deatb's gleg gaüie^ 

Tiw* Samjwm 's livim. 



• KUtie k a phrme tbe conntry-felkf tonetiaci «e ^ 
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HALLOWEEN*. 

Yes ! let the rieb deride, the proud disdain, 
The simple pleasures of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenia] to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 

Goldmith. 

[Thefollowing Poem will, by many readers, be weil enough mder- 
ttdod; butfor the sähe of those who are unacquainted with the 
mannen and traditions of the cotmtry where the scene w cast, 
notes are added, to gwe some aecount of the prmcvpal cfutrmsand 
tpells of that night, to big with prophecy to the peasantry in the 
weit ofScotland. The pamen of prying into futurity mahes a 
ttriking part of the hütory of human nature in its rüde State, in 
all ages and nations ; and it may be some entertainment to a philo- 
sophic mind, ifany such should honour the author with a perusal, to> 
Ht the vemains ofit, among the more unenlightened in our 01011.] 

I. 
UPON that night, when fairies light,. 

On Cassilis Downans-f danee, 
Or owre the lay9, in splendid blaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance 7 

* Is thought to be a night when witches* devils, and other 
mischief-making beings, are all abroad on their baneful, mid- 
night errands ; paräcularly those aerial people, the Fairies, are 
said on that night, to hold a grand annWersary. 

t Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the neigh- 
bourhood of the ancient seat of the Eails of Cassilis. 
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Or for Colean the rout is ta'en, 
Beneath the moon's pale beains ; 

There, up the cave *, to stray an' rovc 
Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night« 

n. 

Amang the bonnie, winding banks 

Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear, 
Where Bruce f ance ruY^ the martial ranks, 

An' shook the Carrkk spear, 
Some tnerry, friendly, countra folks, 

Together did convene, 
To burn their nits, axt.pou their Stocks, 

And haud their Halloween 

Fu' Mythe that night* 

III. 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 
Mair braw than when they're fine ; 

Their faces bjythe, fu' sweetly kythe, 
Hearts leal, an' warm, an kin' : 



* A tooted cavem near Colean-house, called The Core of 
Colean ; whicb, as Casailis Döwuans, is famed in cotontry ttory 
lor being a favourite haunt of fairies. 

t The famous family of thatname, the ancestOTS of Robert, 
the great «teurerer of his country, were Earb of Carrfck. 
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The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten, 
Some unco blate, an' some wi' gabs, 

Gar lasses hearts gang startin 

Whiles fast at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their Stocks * maun a' be sought ance; 
They steek their een, an' graip an' wale, 

For muckle anes an' straught anes, 
Poor hav'rel Will feil äff ihe drift, 

An' wandernd thro* the bvw-kaü, . 
An' pow% for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 

* The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulltug eacb a ttoch 
or plant of kail. They nrast go out, haud in hand, vrith eyei 
shut, and pull the first they meet with : Its being big or üttle, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the sixe and shape of the 
grand object of all their spella — the busband or wife. If any 
yird, or earth, stick to tbe root, that is tocher, or fortune 5 and 
the state of the custoc, that is, the heart of the stem, is indica- 
tive of the natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the Sterns, 
or, to give them their ordinary appellation, the runts, are placed 
uomewhere above the head of the door ; and the Christian . 
naines of the people whora chance brings into the house, are, 
according to the priority of placing the runts, the names üi 
question. 
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V, 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ; 
The vera wee things, todlin, rin 

Wi' Stocks out-owre their sbouther ; 
An' gif the custoc's sweet or sour, 

Wi' joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' canni care, they've plac'd them 
To lie that night» 

VI- 

The lasses staw frire 'mang them a* ( 

To pou their stalks o 9 com * ; 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Loud skirl'd a' the lasies ; 
But her tap-pickk maist was lost» 

When kiutlin in the fause-house f 
Wi' him that night. 

* They go to the harn-yard and pull each, at three scveral 
times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-pickk, 
tbat is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the party in question 
will come to the marriage-bed any thing but a maid. 

t When the com is in a doubtful State, by being too green, 
or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old timber, &c. makes a 
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VII. 

The auld guidwife's weej hoordet niU * 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' monie lads and lasses fates 

Are there that night decided .: 
Some kindle, cöuthie, side by side, 

An' burn thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride, 

And jump out-owre the chimlie 

• Fu' high that night. v / 

§ 

VIII. 
Jean slips in tw vri' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna teil ; 
But this is Jocky an' this is tne 9 

She says in to hersei : 
He bleez'd ower her, an' she owre bim, 

As they wad never rnair part ; 
'Tillfuff! he »tarted up the Im», > . ,.■ 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart . , , ; 
To see'tthat night. % 

large apartment in his Stack, with an opening in the side which 
is fairest exposed to the wind : this Jbe cails ^/ause-hpufic. 

* Burning the nuts is a famotis charm.. They Däne the 
lad and lass to each particular nut, as they lay them in the Are, 
and accordingly as they bum quietly.tpgetber, or start from 
beside one another, the course and issue ot the courtship 
will be. 
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IX, 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt, 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie ; 
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt, 

To be compar'd to Willie: 
Mall's nit lap out wi' pridefu' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, and swoor byjmg, 

Twas just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 

X. 

Neil had the fause-house in her min', , 

She pits hersei ah' Hob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

'Till white in ase the/re sobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view, 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk fort : 
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonie mou, 

Fu' cozie in the neuk fort, 

Unseen that night 

XL 

But Merran sat behint their backs, 
Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 

She tea'es them gashin at their cracks, 
And slips out by hersei : 
9 
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She thro' the yard the nearest taks, 

An' to the kiln she goes rthen, 
An' darklins grapit for the baukBy 

And in the bluc-clue * throws then, 

Right fear't that night. 

XII. 

An' ay she win't, an' ay she swat, 

I wat she made nae jaukin ; 
Till something held within the pat, 

Guid L — d ! but she was quakin ! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himsel, 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 



* Wbocver would, with success, try ihis spell, must strictly 
observe these directions ? Steal out, all alone, to the kUn, and, 
darkling, throw into the pot a clue of bluc yarn ; wind it in a 
new clue off the old one ; and, towards the latter end, some- 
thing will hold the thrcad; demand, wha hauds? i. e. who 
holds ? and answer y\\\ be returned from the kiln-pot, by 
naming the Christian and surname of your future spouse. 



Vol. I. N 
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XIII. 

Wee Jenny to her Graunie says, 

* Will ye go wi' me, graunnie ? 
4 TU eat the apple * at the glass, 

" I gat frae uncle Johnie :* 
She sufTt her pipe wi' sie a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin, ^ 

She notic't na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw "new worset apron 

Out thro' that night. 

4 

XIV. 

1 Ye little skelpie-liiniöer's faee ! 

' How daur you try sie sportin, 
4 As seek the foul Thief ooy place, 

1 For him to spae your fortune : 
' Nae doubt but ye may get a sight f 

1 Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 
1 For noonie a ane has gotten a fnght, 

< An' liVd an' di'd deleeret 

' On sie a night. 

* Take a candle, and go alone tp a looking-glas»; eati* 
apple before it, and some traditions say, you -fihonld comb 
your hair all the time ; the face of your conjugal companion* 
to be, will be seen in the glass, es if peeping orer ( jov 
Shoulder. 
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XV. * 
' Ae hairst afore the Sherra-xnoor, 

' I mind't as weel-'s yestreen, 
' I was a gilpey then, I'm sure 
1 I was na past fyfteen-:. ' 
«* i The simmer had been cauld an' wat, 

* An' stuff was unco green ; 
* An' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 

* And just on Halloween 

4 It feil that night. 

XVI. 

'■ Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

' A clever, sturdy fallow ; 
' His sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

* That liv'd in Achmacalla : 

' He gat hempseed *, I mind it weel, 

' An' he made unco light o't ; 
1 But monie a. day was by hirnsel, 

*■ He was sae sairly frighted 

' That vera night.' 

* Steal out, unperceived, tmd sow a handful of hemp-seed ; 
tarrowing it with any thing you cau convenientJy draw aftcr 
you. Repeat now and then, ' Hemp-seed I saw thee, herap- 
* seed I saw thee j and him (or her) that is to be my true-love, 
«• come after me and pou thee/ Look over your leftshoülder, 

M 2, 
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XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience, 
Tliat he could saw hemp-seed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense ; 
The auld guidman raught down the pock,. 

An' put a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk> 

Sometimc when nae ane see'd him, 
An' tr/t that night. 

XVIII. 

He marches thro' amang the Stacks, 

Tho' he was something sturtin ; 
The graip he for a harrow taks, 

An' haurls at his curpin : 
An' ev'ry now an' then, he Says, 

' Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
1 An' her that is to be my lass, 

1 Come after me, and draw thee 

' As fast this night.' 



and you will see the appearance of the person invoked, ia the 
attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say, ' come after 
4 me, and shaw the,' that is, show thjrself j in which caae it 
simply appears. Others omit the harrowing, and say, * comje 
* after me, and harrow thee.' 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 137 

XIX. 

He whistl'd up Lond Lenox' march, 

To keep his courage cheary ; 
Altho' his hair began to arch, 

, He was sae fle/d an' eerie : * 

'Till presently he hears a squeak, 

An' then a grane an' gruntle ; 
He by his shouther gae a keek, 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-sbout, 

In dreadfu' desperation,! 
An' young an' auld came rinnin out; 

An' hear the sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchia Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 
'Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' ; 
J An' wha was it but Grumpkie 

Asteer that night ! 

XXL 

Meg fain wad to the harn gaen, 
To win three wechts o' nacthtng *; f 

* Thb charra meist likewise be performed, onperceived, and 
alone. You go to tbe barn, and open botfa doora, takiog tbem 

k3 
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But for to meet the deil her lane> 

She pat but little faith in : 
She gieb the herd a pickle nits, 

Au' twa red cheekit apples, 
To wartch, while for the barn she sets r 

In hopes to. see Tarn Kipples 

That \teja night. 

XXIL 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw,. 

An' owre the threshold ventures i 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca* 

Syne bauldly in she enters : 
A ratton rattled up the wa', 

An* she cry'd Lr— d preserve her L 
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 

An' pray'd \vi' zeal and fervour, 

Yu fast that night* 

off the hing es, if possible ; for therc is danger, that the be'mg, 
about to appear, raay shut the doors, and do you some misebief. 
Then take that Instrument used in winnowing the com, whieb, 
in our country dialecl, we call a wetch; and go through all the 
attitudes of letting down com against the wind. Repeat it 
tbree tiines ; aud the third Urne, an apparition will pass through 
tbc barn, in at the windy door, and out at the other, having 
both die figure in question, and the appearaoee or retiftue, 
marking the einploynient or Station in life. 
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XXIII. 

They ho/t out Will, wi' sair advic*; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the Stack hefaddom't thriee *, 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin ; 
He taks a swirlie, auld inoss-oak, 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke, 

"f\\\ skin in blypes came haurlin 

AfFs nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But Och ! that night, amang the shaws, ■ 

Se got a fearfu' settlin \ 
She thro' the whins, an' by the cairn, 

An' owre the hill gaed scrievin, 
Whare three laird's lands inet at a burnf, 

To dip her ieii sark-sleeve in> 

Was bent that night. 

* Takc^an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a Bearstack, 
and fathom it three times round. The last fathora of the Jast 
time, you will catch in your arms the appearaoce of your future 
conjugai yoke-fcllow. 

t*You go out, one or ruore, for this is a social spell, to a south 
itmning spring or rivuiet, where 'three lairöY lands meet,' and 
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XXV. 

Wbyles owpc a linn the baraie plsys* 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't ; 
Wbyles round a rocky scar it strays;, 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ;. * 
Whyles glitter'd to the nigbtly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazile ; 
Whyles coofcit underneatb the braes, 

Below tne spreadkig hazle, 

Unseen that night*. 

XXVI. 

Amang the brachen*, on the brae r 

Between her an' the moon, 
The deil, or eise an outler quey r 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool V 

Near lav'rock-height she jumpit, 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

1 Wi' a plunge that night: . 



dip jour left shirt sleeve. Ge to bed in sight of a fire, and hang 
your wet sleeve before it to dry. Lie awake ; and, some time 
near uiid-night, an apparition, having the exact figare of the 
grand object in question, will come «nd tum the »teere, » if 
t* dry the otber mde of it» 
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XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 

The luggies three * are ranged, 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en, 

To see them duly changed : 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mars-year did desire, 
Because he gat the toom-dish thrice, 

He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

XXVIII. 

Wi' merry sangs, an* friendly cracks, 

I wat they did jia weary ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes, 

Their sports were cheap an' cheary ; 



\ 

* Take three dishes ; put clean water in one, foul water in 
another, leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and lead 
hira to the hearth whefe the dishes are ranged ; he (or she) dips 
the left band : if by chance in the clean water, the future hus- 
band or wife will come to the bar of raatrimony a maid ; if in 
the foul, a widow ; if in the empty dish, it foretels, with equal 
certainty, no marriage at all. It is repcated three times, and 
every time the arrangement of the dishes is altered. 
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Till buttcr'd sons *, wi' fragrant lunt, 

Set a' their gabs a-steerin ; 
Syne, wi* a social glass o' strunt,. 

Tbey parted äff careerin 

¥u 9 blythe that night. 



• Sowcns with butter iastead of milk to thcni, ii alwajs t!ie 
Halloween Supper* 
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THE AULD FARMERS -4! 



NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION TO 
HIS AULD MAKE MAGGIE, 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCüSTOMED RIPP OF CORtf 
TO HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAtt. 



A CfUID New-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho* thou-8 howe-backit, now, an* knaggie, 

Fve seen the day, 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie 

Out-owre the lay. 

TW now thou's dowie, st&ff an' craay, 
An' thy auld hide as white 's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleek, and glaisie, 

A bonny gray : 
He shöuld been tight that daur't to raix$ the** 

Ance in a day. 
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Thoa ance was V tbe forempst rank, 
AßUy buirdly, steeve, an' swank» 
An' set weel down a shapely shank, 

As e'er tread yiid ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank, 

Like onj* bird. 

It 's now some nine-an'-twenty year, 
Sin thou was my guid-father's meere; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, 

An' fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 

An' thou was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minriie : 
Tho' ye wtb trickie, slee, an' funnie, 

Ye ne'er was donsie ; 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' canniC, 

An' unco sonsie. 

That day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle pride, 
When ye bure hanie my bonny Bride: 
An' sweet and gracefu' ehe did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyk Stewart I could bragged wide, 

For sicapair. 
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Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hoble> 
An' winde like a saumont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an' win' ! v 
An\ran them tili they a' did wauble, 

Far, far behin'. 

When thou an' I were young an' skeigh, 
An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigb, 
How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' skreigh, 

An' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran, an stood abiegh, 

An' ca't thee mad. 

When thou was corn't, an' I was mellow, 
We took the road ay like a swallow : 
At Brooses thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an' speed ; 
But eVry tail thou pay't them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 

The sma', droop-rumpl't, hunter cattle, 
Might aiblins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
But sax Scotch miles thou try't their mettle, 

An' gar't them whaizle» 
Nae whip nor spur, but jast a wattle 
O' saugh or hazle. 
Vol. I. O 
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Thou was a noble fittk-lariy 
As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 
Aft thee an' 1, in aught hours gaun, 

On guid March-weather, 
Hae turn'd sax roöd beside our han', 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindgt, an' fech't, an* fliskit, 
'But thy auld tail thou'wad hae whiskit, 
An' spread abreed thy weel-fill'd brisket, 

Wi' pith and pow'r, 
'Till spritty knowes wad rairt and rrsket, 

An' slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, ah snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer; 
I ken'd my Maggie wad na sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or car thou never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it ; 
Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit, 
Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy ,step a wee thing hastit, 
Thou snoov't awa. 
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My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a' ; 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, l've sell't awa, ' 

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an' twa, 
The vera warst. 

Monie a sair daurk we twa ha wrought, 
An' wi* the weary warl' fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 
We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 
Wi' something yet» 

And think na, my auld, trusty servan*, 
That now perhaps thou's less deservin, 
An' thy auld days mäy end in starvin£ 

For my last fov 9 
A heapit stimpart. TU reserve ane 

Liaid by for you. 

We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie care 1*11 flit thy tether, 

To some hain'd ng r 
Whare ye may nobly *ax your leather y 
Wi' sma' fatigue» 
o 2 
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TO A MOUSE, 



OK TURNING HER UP IN' HER NEST WIT0 TUK 
PtOUGH, NOVEMBER 1785. 



WEE, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breöfitie ! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wi' bickeFing brattle i 
I wad be laith tö rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murd'ring pattle / 

Tm truly sorry man's dominioh ' 
Has broken nature's social union, 
An* justifies that ill opinion, 

Which makes thee starll* 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' felloxP'tnortal f 
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X doubt na, whyles, but ttfou inay thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastie, thou mäun live ! 
A daimen kker in a thrave 

'S a sma* request: 
TU get a blessin wi' the lave, 

And never miss't ! _ 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in Tuin ! 
Its silly wa's the wins are strewin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O* foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds. ensuin, 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste, 
An* weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thouglft to dwell, 
Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 

Tliat wee bit heap o'. leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
-Now thou's turn'd out» for a' thy trouble, 

But house or hald, 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreuch caulcf ! 
3 
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But, Mousie, tbou art ho thy laney 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men, 

Gang aft a-gly, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain, 
For gromis'd joy. 

Still tbou art blest, compar'd m' mt t 
The prescnt only toucbeth thee : 
But, Och ! I backward cast my e'e, 

On prospects drear \ 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

I gvess an' fear. 
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Ä WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretcbes, wheresoe'er ymi are, 
That bide the pelting of this pityless storm ! 
How shall your houscless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggeduess, defend you, 

Froin seasons such as tbese ? 

Shakespeare* 



AVHEN biting Boreas, feil and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r ; 
When Phabus gies a short-liv'd gk>w*r 

Far sbath the lift, 
Dim-dark'ning thro* tY\e flaky show'r, "* 

Or whirliog drift: 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked, 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While burns, wi' snawy wreeths up-cboked, 

Wild-€ddykig swirl, 
Or thro' the «aming outiet bocked, 

Dowä headloDg hurl. 
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List'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle r 
I thought me on the ourie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O* winter war, 
And tbro? the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, 
Tbat, in the merry months o' spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee f 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy cbittering wing* 
. . An" close thy e'e ? 

Ev'n you on murd'ring errands toil'd, 
Lone from your savage homes exil'd, 
The bloöd-stain'd roost,' and sheep-cote spoil , d > 

My heart forgets, 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phacbe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the äreary pläin ; 
Stiil crouding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul, v 

When ort my-fear this piain tive strain, 

Slow, solemn, stole-*- 
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* Blow, blow, ye winds, with beavier gust ! 

* And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 

' Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 

* Not all your rage, as now united, shows 

* More hard unkindness, unrelentin^, 

* Vengeful malice unrepenting, 

Tban beav'n-illumin'd niaä on brotber man bestows ! 

* See stern oppression's iroi* grip, 

* Or mad ambition's gory band> 

' Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 

* Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 
< Ev'ft in ; the peacefuLrural vale, 

. « Trtith, weeping, teils the moirfnlul tale, 
♦HoW pamperM luxoiy, ftatt'ry by he* side> 
' The parasite empoisoning bei* ear, 
1 With all the servile wretches^ra the rear, 

* Looks o'er proud property, extended wide; 
€ And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

* Whose toil upholds tbe glitt'ring show, 

* A creature of anotker hind y 

' Some coarser robstft&ce* unreßnd, 
Plac'dfor her lordly use thus far, thas vile, below. 

* Where» where is love's fönd, tender throe, 
' Wkh lördly honor'9 lofty brow, 

4 The pow'rs yov proud iy öwn } 
6 Is there, beneatb love's noble naftie, 

* Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 

* To bless himself alone ! 
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* Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

* To love-pretending snares, 

4 This boasted honor turns away, 
4 Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 
4 Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs ! 
4 Perhaps, this hour, in mis'ry's squalid nest, 

* She straüis your infant to her joyless breast, 

• And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking 
4 blast l i 

4 O ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, 

* Feel not a want büt what yourselves ereate, 

* Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 

* Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 
4 Ill-satisfy-d keen nature's clam*rous call, 

4 ' S tretend on his straw he lays himself t» 
, 4 sleep, 

4 While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wall, 
4 Chili, o'er his slumbers, piles the dTifty 
4 heap ! 
4 Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 
4 . Where guilt and poor misfortune pine 1 
4 Guilt, erring man, relenting view i 
4 But shall thy legal rage pursue 
4 The wretch, already crushed low 
4 By cruel fbrtune's undeserved blow £ 
4 Affliction's sons are brothers in distress, 
4 A brother to*reüeve, how exquisite the blisa,L* 
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1 heard nae mair, for Cianticlcer 

Shook off the pouthery snaw, 
And haird the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress'd my.mind— 

Thro' all his works abroad, 
The heart benevolent and kind 

The most resembles God. 
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&PISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET*. 

January - 



I. 
WHILE winds frae äff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time, 
And spin a verse or twa o* rhyme, 

In hamely westlin jingle. 
While froety winds blaw in the drift> 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the great folk's gift, 
That live sae bien an' snug : 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-side ; 
But hanker and canker, 
To see their cursed pride. 

* David Sillar, one of the club at Tarbolton, and author of a 
volume of poems in the Scottish dialect. E. 
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IL 

It 's hardly in a body's poVr, 
To keep, at times, fr ae being sour, 

To see how things are sharM ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want, 
While coofs on couhtless thousands rant, 

And ken na ho* to wair*t : 
But Dafükj lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
WVre fit to win our daily bread, 
As lang 's we're hale and fier : 
( Mair spier na, no fear na%* 
Aiild age ne'er mmd a fe£, 
The last o't, the warst o% 
H only for to beg. 

HL 

To lie in kilns and barns at e'ea 

When banes are craVd, and bluid is thi», 

Is, doubtlcss, great distress ! 
Yet then content could make us blest ; 
Ev'n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However fortune kfck the ba*, 

Has'ay.some cause td smile, 
* Ramsay. 

Vol. I. P 
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And mind still, you'll find still, 
A comfort this nae sina' ; 

Nae mair then, we'll care then, 
Nae farther can we fa\ 

IV. 

What tho', like commoners of air, 
We wander out, we know not wbere, 

But either house or hal' ? 
Yet naturefs charms, the hüls and woods, 
Tlie sweepiiig vales, and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the ground, 

And blackbirds whistle clear, 
With honest joy our hearts will bound, 
To see the Coming year : 

On braes when we please, then, 

We'll sit and sowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme tilFt* we'll time till't, 
And sing 't when we hae done. 

V. 

Its no in titles nor in rank ; 

Its no in wealth like Lon'on bank, 

To purchase peace and rest; 
Its no in makin muckle mair : 
Its no in books ; its no in lear, 

To make us truly blest : 
6 



CIIIEFLY SCOTTISH. 150 

If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rieh, or great, 
But never can be blest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures, 

Could make us happy lang ; 
The heart ay's the part ay, 
That makes us right or wrang. 

VI. 

Think ye, that sie as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry, 

Wi' never-ceasing toil, 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their while ? 
Alas ! how aft in haughty mood, 
God's creatures they'oppress \ 
Or eise, neglecting a* that 's guid, 
They riot in excess ! 

Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav*n or hell ! 
Esteeming, and deeming 
It 's a' an idle tale ! 

VII. 
Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 

Nor make our scanty pleasures less, 
p 2 



160 iurns" pobmr; 

By pining at our State ; 
And, even should misfbrtunes com«, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken öursel ; 
They make us see the naked truth, 
The real guid and ilj. 
Tho' losses, and crosses, 

Be lessons i ight severe, 
There's wit there, ye'll get there* 
Ye'll find nae other where. 

VIII. 

But tent me, Daiie, ace o' hearts ! 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartet, 

And flatt'ry I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And juys the very best. 
There's a' the plcasures o' tke heart, 

The lover an' the frien'; 
Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part, 
And I my darling Jean! 
It warms me, it charms nie, 
To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame I 
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IX. 

O' all ye pow'rs who rule above ! 
O Thou, whose very seif art love ! 
Thou knows't my words sincere ! 
The life-blood Streaming, thro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 
Thou Bcing, All-seeing, 

O, hear my fervent pray f r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

X. 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear ! 
The smile of love, tlie friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long since this world's thorny ways 
Had number'd out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you ! 
Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender still, 
p 3 



162 burns' POEMS ; 

tt lightens, it brightens 

Thie tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 

My Davie or my Jean. 

XL 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaistbefore I ken! 
The ready measure rins as fine, 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

'Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'H hilch, and stilt, and jimp, 
And rin an unco fit : 

But lest then, the beast then, 
Should nie this hasty ride, 
TU light now, and dight now 
His sweaty wizen'd hide. 
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THE LJMENT, 

i s ■ ' ' 

©CCASI01TE» BT THE UNFORTÜHF ATE 1MVX 
OF A friend's AMOUR. 



Alas ! hdw oft does goodnew wwnd itiettS 
And sweet Afftctitm prove tjie »priag of woc. 



I. 

O THOU pale orb, that silent shinea, 

While cfcre-untrouWed mortak aleep \ 
Thou seest a wretch that inly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ', 
And inourn in lamentation deep, 

How lifo and love are all a dre^m. 
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I joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling hörn, 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease ! 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning peace ! 

III. 
No idly-feignM poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim ; 
No shepherd's pipe— Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tarne : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested pow'rs above : 
The promud Father^s tender name: 

These were the pledges of my love I 

IV. 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 
How have the raptur'd moments flown : 

How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 
For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 
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And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boa^t ? 
And dpes she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever> ever lost ? 



V. 

Ohl can she bear so base a heart, 

So lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted husband of her youth l 
Alas ! life's path may be uu&mooth ■, *■ 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress t 
Then > who her pangs and pains will sootbs, 

Her sorrows share and make them le&s r 

Vf. 

Ye yinged hours that o'er us past, 

Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breast, 

My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ'd. 
That breast how dreary now, and void, 

For her too scanty once of room ! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroy'd, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 
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VII. 

The morn that wams th' approaching day, 

Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
I see the hours in long array, 

That I must suflfer, lingering, slow. 
Füll many a pang, and many a throe, 

Keen recollection's direful train, 
Must wring my soul, ere Phcefous, low, 

Shall kiss the distant, western main. 

vm. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-harass'd out with care and grief, 

My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

, Keep watchings with the nightly thief : 

Or if I slumber, fancy, chief, 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 

Ev'n day all-bitter, brings relief, 

Frojn such a horror-breathing night. 

IX. 

O thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse, 
Now highest reigns't, with boundless sway ! 

Oft has thy silent-marking glance 
Observ'd us, fondly-wand'ring, stray ! 
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The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high, 

Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 
To mark the mutual kindling eye. 

X. 

Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! / 

Scenes, never, never, to return ! 
Scenes, if in Stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From cVry joy and pleasure torni 

Life's weary vale 1*11 wander ttiro* i 
And hopeless, comfortless, Fll moura 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 
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